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"A  man  is  as  old 
as  he  feels, 

And  a  woman  is  as 
old  as  she  looks" — 


HAND 
SAPOLIO 


keeps  one  younj 
in  feeling  and  looks. 

It  induces  life  and  beauty, 
fairness  and  exhilaration,  quickens 
circulation,  removes  dead  skin,  and  allows  the  clear, 
fresh  under  skin  to  appear.  Be  fair  to  your  skin, 
and  it  will  be  fair  to  you — and  to  others. 


Now  that  the  use  of  cosmetics  is  being  inveighed 
against  from  the  very  pulpits,  the  importance  of  a  pure  soap 
becomes  apparent.  The  constant  use  of  Hand  Sapolio 
produces  so  fresh  and  rejuvenated  a  condition  of  the  skin 
that  all  incentive  to  the  use  of  cosmetics  is  lacking. 


HAND  SAPOLIO  IS 

SO  PURE  that  it  can  be  freely  used  on  a  new-born  baby  or  the 
skin  of  the  most  delicate  beauty. 

SO  SIMPLE  that  it  can  be  a  part  of  the  invalid’s  supply  with 
beneficial  results. 

SO  EFFICACIOUS  as  to  almost  bring  the  small  boy  into  a 
slate  of  “ surgical  cleanliness,  ”  and  keep  him  there. 
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We  absolutely  guarantee  to  teach  short¬ 
hand  complete  in  thirty  days  Youci  ' 
in  spare  time  in  your  own  home,  nc 
where  you  live.  No  need  to  spend 

as  with  old  systems.  Boyd's  Syllabic  - 

is  different  in  principle  from  all  other  sys¬ 
tems.  The  first  radical  improvement  in 
shorthand  since  1839.  It  is  easy  to  learn— 
easy  to  write — easy  to  read.  Simple.  Prac¬ 
tical.  speedy.  Sure.  No  ruled  lines  — 
—  no  positions  —  no  shading,  as  in  other 
systems.  No  long  list  of  word  signs 
to  confuse;  Only  nine  characters  to  learn 
and  you  have  the  entire  English  language  at 
your  absolute  command.  The  best  system 
for  stenographers,  private  secretaries,  news¬ 
paper  reporters.  Lawyers,  ministers,teachers, 
physicians,  literary  folk  and  business  men 
may  now  learn  shorthand  for  their  own  use. 
Thousands  of  business  and  professional  men 
and  women  find  their  shorthand  a  great  ad¬ 
vantage.  The  BoydSystera  istheonly  system 
suited  to  home  study.  Our  graduates  hold 
lucrative,  high  grade  positions  everywhere. 
Send  to-day  for  free  booklets,  testimonials, 
guarantee  offer,  and  full  description  of  this 
new  Syllabic  shorthand  system.  Address 
CHICAdO  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS 
935  Chicago  Opera  House  Btk.,  Chicago. 
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of  instruction  for  authors,  and  my  little  chat,  “  Are  You 
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I  Can  Help  You  Make  Money 

Nothing  Pays  Like  Success  in  Writing  We  sell  and .stories 
Fiction -Ic.  to  Sc.  a  Word  we  Sd"  »"  “”s e  them, 
and  tell  you  where  to  sell  them.  Story-Writing  and  Journalism  taught 
by  mail.  Send  for  our  free  booklet,  “  Writing  for  Profit,”  tells  how.  Hun¬ 
dreds  of  successful  patrons.  Strongly  endorsed  by  leading  newspaper,  magazine, 
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Economy  Way 

California 

You  do  not  sacrifice  comfort  for 
economy  when  you  go  in  a 
Santa  Fe  Tourist  Pullman. 

$33  for  a  Colonial  ticket,  Chicago  to  California. 
Daily,  February  15  to  April  7. 

$7  extra  for  berth — or  free  seat  in  chair  car. 

Fe  Railway,  Railway  Ex- 

(°r  Duflless  roadbed  —  Harvey  meals. 


Santa  Fe 


FLORIDA 

BEST  REACHED  VIA 

SOUTHERN 

RAILWAY 

Three  Luxurious  T  rain*  from  New  York 


‘  Southern’s  Palm 
Limited  ” 


GEO.  C.  DANIELS.  N.  E.  P.  A. 
A.  S.  THWEATT.  E.  P.  A. 

iSj  Broadway,  171  Broadway,  New  Yorl 
W.  H.  T.yloe,  G.  P.  A. 

S.  H.  Hardwick.  P.  T.  M. 
W aabinglon ,  D.  C. 


A  little  farm  well  tilled.” 


THE  GARDEN 
OF  THE  GODS 


This  is  one  of  the  most  curious 
works  of  nature  to  be  found  on  this 
continent.  It  is  midway  between 
Colorado  Springs  and  the  village  of 
Manitou,  and  is  well  worth  a  visit. 
It  can  be  reached  best  by  the 

NEW  YORK  CENTRAL  LINES, 

which,  upon  inquiry,  you  will  find, 
will  take  you  to  all  the  great  resorts 
of  America. 
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Fig'ure 
It  Out 


Did  you  ever  stop  to  consider 
the  money  value  of  the  energy 
you  waste  ? 

Here’s  a  simple,  but  mighty 
convincing,  illustration : 

Two  walking  steps  are  equal 
to  one  revolution  of  a  bicycle 
pedal. 

The  ordinary  man  covers  a  little  over  five  feet  of  ground 
in  making  two  steps.  The  average  bicycle  rider  will  cover 
seventeen  feet  with  one  revolution  of  his  pedal.  But — on  a 

RACYCEE 


with  its  standard  gear,  a  rider  will  travel  twenty- 
one  feet  per  pedal  revolution,  and  with  much  greater 
ease  than  either  the  pedestrian  or  the  other  cyclist. 

Ride  a  Recycle  and  store  your  power. 
Write  us  and  we  will  be  glad  to  explain  why  the 
Recycle  pushes  farther  and  faster  than  any 
bicycle. 

We  have  no  cheap  RACYCfBS,  but  try  and  se¬ 
cure  agency  for  your  town  and  get  yours  cheap 

T5he  MIAMI  CYCLE  <&  MFC.  CO. 
Middletown,  O.,  U.  S.  A. 

Beautiful  1906  Catalog  sent  on  receipt  of  2  cents 
postage — FREE — if  you  mention  this  publication  M 
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The  Prudential 

Advances  in  Security  and  Public  Confidence 

THIRTIETH  ANNUAL  STATEMENT,  JANUARY  1.  190«.  SHOWS 


Assets,  over . 107  Million  Dollars 

Liabilities  (including  Reserve  $88,000,000  i  91  Million  Dollars 

Surplus,  over . 16  Million  Dollars 

Increase  in  Assets,  over . 18  Million  Dollars 

Paid  Policyholders  during  1905,  over  .  .  14  Million  Dollars 


Total  Payments  to  Policyholders  to  Dee.  31,  1905,  oyer  107  Million  Dollars 
Cash  Dividends  and  Other  Concessions  not  Stipu¬ 
lated  in  Original  Contracts  and  Voluntarily 

Given  to  Holders  of  Old  Policies  to  Date,  over  6  Million  Dollars 
Number  ol  Policies  in  Force,  nearly  .  .  .  61.;  Million 

Increase  in  Number  of  Policies  in  Force,  over  %  Million 

Net  Increase  in  Insurance  in  Force,  over  .  .  113  Million  Dollars 

Bringing  Total  Amount  of  Insurance  in  Force  to  over 

One  Billion,  One  Hundred  and 
Seventy  Million  Dollars 

ECONOMICAL  ADMINISTRATION. 

LOWER  EXPENSE  RATE  THAN 
EVER  BEFORE. 

CAREFUL  SELECTION  of  RISKS. 

FAVORABLE  MORTALITY 
EXPERIENCE. 


THE  PRUDENTIAL  INSURANCE  CO. 

OF  AMERICA 

incorporated  as  a  Stock  Company  by  the  State  of  New  Jeney 

JOHN  F.  DRYDEN,  President.  Home  Office,  Newark,  N.  J. 

Writp  for  information  of  Policies,  Dept.  93 


Dividends  Paid  to  Policyhold¬ 
ers  During  1905,  Over 

One  Million  Dollars 
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ries  that  are  Stories,  and  It  pays  not  according  to  length,  but 
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tccordlng  to  length,  but  according  to  strength.  To  receive 
unrolled,  fully  prepaid,  and  accompanied  by  addressed 


CAUTION.  —  The  entire  contents  of  The  Black  Cat  are  protected  by  copyright,  and  publish¬ 
ers  everywhere  are  cautioned  against  reproducing  any  of  the  stories,  either  wholly  or  in  part. 


A  Nose  for  the  King.* 

BY  JACK  LONDON. 

N  the  morning  calm  of  Korea,  when  its  peace 
and  tranquillity  truly  merited  its  ancient  name, 
“  Cho-sen,”  there  lived  a  politician  by  name 
Yi  Chin  Ho.  He  was  a  man  of  parts,  and  — 
who  shall  say  i  —  perhaps  in  no  wise  worse 
than  politicians  the  world  over.  But,  unlike 
his  brethren  in  other  lands,  Yi  Chin  Ho  was  in  jail.  Not  that  he 
had  inadvertently  diverted  to  himself  public  moneys,  but.  that  lie 
had  inadvertently  diverted  too  much.  Excess  is  to  be  deplored  in 
all  things,  even  in  grafting,  and  Yi  Chin  ITo’s  excess  had  brought 
him  to  most  deplorable  straits. 

Ten  thousand  strings  of  cash  he  owed  the  government,  and  he 
lay  in  prison  under  sentence  of  death.  There  was  one  advantage 
to  the  situation  —  he  had  plenty  of  time  in  which  to  think.  And 
he  thought  well.  Then  called  he  the  jailer  to  him. 

“  Most  worthy  man,  you  see  before  you  one  most  wretched,” 
he  began.  “  Yet  all  will  be  well  with  me  if  you  will  but  let  me 
go  free  for  one  short  hour  this  night.  And  all  will  be  well  with 
you,  for  I  shall  see  to  your  advancement  through  the  years,  and 

•Copyright,  1906,  by  The  Shortstory  Publishing  Company.  Copyright  secured  in  Great 
Britain.  All  righta  reserved.  The  writer  of  this  story  received  a  cash  prize  of  $3o0  in 
The  Black  Cat  story  competition  ending  October  1*2,  llHd. 
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you  shall  come  at  length  to  the  directorship  of  all  the  prisons  of 
Cho-sen.” 

“  How,  now  ?  ”  demanded  the  jailer.  “  What  foolishness  is  this  ? 
One  short  hour,  and  you  but  waiting  for  your  head  to  he  chopped 
off !  And  I,  with  an  aged  and  much-to-be-respected  mother,  not  to 
say  anything  of  a  wife  and  several  children  of  tender  years !  Out 
upon  you  for  the  scoundrel  that  you  are !  ” 

“  From  the  Sacred  City  to  the  ends  of  all  the  Eight  Coasts  there 
is  no  place  for  me  to  hide,”  Yi  Chin  Ilo  made  reply.  “  I  am  a  man 
of  wisdom,  but  of  what  worth  my  wisdom  here  in  prison  i  Were 
I  free,  well  I  know  I  could  seek  out  and  obtain  the  money  where¬ 
with  to  repay  the  government.  I  know  of  a  nose  that  will  save  me 
from  all  my  difficulties.” 

“  A  nose !  ”  cried  the  jailer. 

“  A  nose,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho.  “  A  remarkable  nose,  if  I  may  say 
so,  a  most  remarkable  nose.” 

The  jailer  threw  up  his  hands  despairingly.  “  Ah,  what  a  wag 
you  are,  what  a  wag,”  he  laughed.  “  To  think  that  that  very  ad¬ 
mirable  wit  of  yours  must  go  the  way  of  the  chopping  block !  ” 

And  so  saying,  he  turned  and  went  away.  But  in  the  end,  being 
a  man  soft  of  head  and  heart,  when  the  night  was  well  along  he 
permitted  Yi  Chin  Ilo  to  go. 

Straight  he  went  to  the  Governor,  catching  him  alone  and  arous¬ 
ing  him  from  his  sleep. 

“  Yi  Chin  Ho,  or  I’m  no  Governor!”  cried  the  Governor. 
“  What  do  you  here  who  should  be  in  prison  waiting  on  the  chop¬ 
ping  block  ?  ” 

“  I  pray  your  excellency  to  listen  to  me,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho, 
squatting  on  his  hams  by  the  bedside  and  lighting  his  pipe  from 
the  fire-box.  “  A  dead  man  is  without  value.  It  is  true,  I  am  as 
a  dead  man,  without  value  to  the  government,  to  your  excellency, 
or  to  myself.  But  if,  so  to  say,  your  excellency  were  to  give  me 
my  freedom - ” 

“Impossible!”  cried  the  Governor.  “Besides,  you  are  con 
demned  to  death.” 

“  Your  excellency  well  knows  that  if  I  can  repay  the  ten  thou¬ 
sand  strings  of  cash  the  government  will  pardon  me,”  Yi  Chin 
Ho  went  on.  “  So,  as  I  say,  if  your  excellency  were  to  give  me 
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my  freedom  for  a  few  days,  being  a  man  of  understanding  I  should 
then  repay  the  government  and  be  in  position  to  be  of  service  to 
your  excellency.  I  should  be  in  position  to  be  of  very  great  ser¬ 
vice  to  your  excellency.” 

“Have  you  a  plan  whereby  you  hope  to  obtain  this  money?” 
asked  the  Governor. 

“I  have,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho. 

“  Then  come  with  it  to  me  tomorrow  night ;  I  would  now  sleep,” 
said  the  Governor,  taking  up  his  snore  where  it  had  been  inter¬ 
rupted. 

On  the  following  night,  having  again  obtained  leave  of  absence 
from  the  jailer,  Yi  Chin  Ho  presented  himself  at  the  Governor’s 
bedside. 

“  Is  it  you,  Yi  Chin  Ho  ?  ”  asked  the  Governor.  “  And  have 
you  the  plan  ?  ” 

“  It  is  I,  your  excellency,”  answered  Yi  Chin  Ho,  “  and  the  plan 
is  here.” 

“  Speak,”  commanded  the  Governor. 

“  The  plan  is  here,”  repeated  Yi  Chin  Ho,  “  here  in  my  hand.” 

The  Governor  sat  up  and  opened  his  eyes.  Yi  Chin  Ho  prof¬ 
fered  in  his  hand  a  sheet  of  paper.  The  Governor  held  it  to  the 
light. 

“Nothing  but  a  nose,”  said  lie. 

“  A  bit  pinched,  so,  and  so,  your  excellency,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho. 

“  Yes,  a  bit  pinched  here  and  there,  as  you  say,”  said  the  Gov¬ 
ernor. 

“  Withal  it  is  an  exceeding  corpulent  nose,  thus,  and  so,  all  in 
one  place,  at  the  end,”  proceeded  Yi  Chin  Ho.  “  Your  excellency 
would  seek  far  and  wide  and  many  a  day  for  that  nose  and  find  it 
not.” 

“  An  unusual  nose,”  admitted  the  Governor. 

“  There  is  a  wart  upon  it,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho. 

“A  most  unusual  nose,”  said  the  Governor.  “Never  have  I 
seen  the  like.  But  what  do  you  with  this  nose,  Yi  Chin  Ho  ?  ” 

“  I  seek  it  whereby  to  repay  the  money  to  the  government,” 
said  Yi  Chin  Ho.  “  I  seek  it  to  be  of  service  to  your  excellency, 
and  I  seek  it  to  save  my  own  worthless  head.  Further,  I  seek  your 
excellency’s  seal  upon  this  picture  of  the  nose.” 
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And  the  Governor  laughed  and  affixed  the  seal  of  state,  and  Yi 
Chin  Ho  departed.  For  a  month  and  a  day  he  traveled  the  King’s 
Road  which  leads  to  the  shore  of  the  Eastern  Sea ;  and  there,  one 
night,  at  the  gate  of  the  biggest  mansion  of  a  wealthy  city  he 
knocked  loudly  for  admittance. 

“  None  other  than  the  master  of  the  house  will  I  see,”  said  he 
fiercely  to  the  frightened  servants.  “  I  travel  upon  the  King's 
business.” 

Straightaway  was  he  led  to  an  inner  room,  where  the  master  of 
the  house  was  roused  from  his  sleep  and  brought  blinking  before 
him. 

“  You  are  Pak  Chung  Chang,  head  man  of  this  city,”  said  Yi 
Chin  Ho  in  tones  that  were  all-accusing.  “  I  am  upon  the  King’s 
business.” 

Pak  Chung  Chang  trembled.  Well  he  knew  the  King’s  business 
was  ever  a  terrible  business.  His  knees  smote  together  and  he  near 
fell  to  the  floor. 

“  The  hour  is  late,”  he  quavered.  “Were  it  not  well  to - ” 

“  The  King’s  business  never  waits !  ”  thundered  Yi  Chin  Ho. 
“  Come  apart  with  me,  and  swiftly.  I  have  an  affair  of  moment 
to  discuss  with  you.” 

“  It  is  the  King’s  affair,”  he  added  with  even  greater  fierceness ; 
so  that  Pak  Chung  Chang’s  silver  pipe  dropped  from  his  nerveless 
fingers  and  clattered  on  the  floor. 

“  Know  then,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho,  when  they  had  gone  apart, 
“  that  the  King  is  troubled  with  an  affliction,  a  very  terrible  afflic¬ 
tion.  In  that  he  failed  to  cure,  the  Court  physician  has  had  nothing 
else  than  his  head  chopped  off.  From  all  the  Eight  Provinces  have 
the  physicians  come  to  wait  upon  the  King.  Wise  consultation 
have  they  held,  and  they  have  decided  that  for  a  remedy  for  the 
King’s  affliction  nothing  else  is  required  than  a  nose,  a  certain  kind 
of  nose,  a  very  peculiar  certain  kind  of  nose. 

“  Then  by  none  other  was  I  summoned  than  his  excellency  the 
prime  minister  himself.  He  put  a  paper  into  my  hand.  Upon 
this  paper  was  the  very  peculiar  kind  of  nose  drawn  by  the  phy¬ 
sicians  of  the  Eight  Provinces,  with  the  seal  of  state  upon  it. 

“  ‘  Go,’  said  his  excellency  the  prime  minister.  ‘  Seek  out  this 
nose,  for  the  King’s  affliction  is  sore.  And  wheresoever  you  find 
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this  nose  upon  the  face  of  a  man,  strike  it  off  forthright  and  bring 
it  in  all  haste  to  the  Court,  for  the  King  must  be  cured.  Go,  and 
come  not  back  until  your  search  is  rewarded.’ 

“  And  so  I  departed  upon  my  quest,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho.  “  I 
have  sought  out  the  remotest  corners  of  the  kingdom ;  I  have  trav¬ 
eled  the  Eight  Highways,  searched  the  Eight  Provinces,  and  sailed 
the  seas  of  the  Eight  Coasts.  And  here  I  am.” 

With  a  great  flourish  lie  drew  a  paper  from  his  girdle,  unrolled 
it  with  many  snappings  and  cracklings,  and  thrust  it  before  the 
face  of  Pak  Chung  Chang.  Upon  the  paper  was  the  picture  of 
the  nose. 

Pak  Chung  Chang  stared  upon  it  with  bulging  eyes. 

“  Never  have  I  beheld  such  a  nose,”  he  began. 

“  There  is  a  wTart  upon  it,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho. 

“  Never  have  I  beheld - ”  Pak  Chung  Chang  began  again. 

“  Bring  your  father  before  me,”  Yi  Chin  Ho  interrupted  sternly. 

“  My  ancient  and  very-much-to-be-respected  ancestor  sleeps,” 
said  Pak  Chung  Chang. 

“Why  dissemble?”  demanded  Yi  Chin  Ho.  “You  know  it  is 
your  father’s  nose.  Bring  him  before  me  that  I  may  strike  it  off 
and  be  gone.  Hurry,  lest  I  make  bad  report  of  you.” 

“Mercy!  ”  cried  Pak  Chung  Chang,  falling  on  his  knees.  “It 
is  impossible !  It  is  impossible !  You  cannot  strike  off  my 
father’s  nose.  He  cannot  go  down  without  his  nose  to  the  grave. 
He  will  become  a  laughter  and  a  byword,  and  all  my  days  and 
nights  will  be  filled  with  woe.  O  reflect !  Report  that  you  have 
seen  no  such  nose  in  your  travels.  You,  too,  have  a  father.” 

Pak  Chung  Chang  clasped  Yi  Chin  Ho’s  knees  and  fell  to  weep¬ 
ing  on  his  sandals. 

“  My  heart  softens  strangely  at  your  tears,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho. 

“  I,  too,  know  filial  piety  and  regard.  But - ”  He  hesitated, 

then  added,  as  though  thinking  aloud,  “  It  is  as  much  as  my  head 
is  worth.” 

“How  much  is  your  head  worth?”  asked  Pak  Chung  Chang 
in  a  thin,  small  voice. 

“  A  not  remarkable  head,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho.  “  An  absurdly 
unremarkable  head ;  but,  such  is  my  great  foolishness,  I  value  it 
at  nothing  less  than  one  hundred  thousand  strings  of  cash.” 
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“  So  be  it,”  said  Pak  Chung  Chang,  rising  to  his  feet 

“  I  shall  need  horses  to  carry  the  treasure,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho, 
“  and  men  to  guard  it  well  as  I  journey  through  the  mountains. 
There  are  robbers  abroad  in  the  land.” 

“  There  are  robbers  abroad  in  the  land,”  said  Pak  Chung  Chang 
sadly.  “  But  it  shall  be  as  you  wish,  so  long  as  my  ancient  and 
very-much-to-be-respected  ancestor’s  nose  abide  in  its  appointed 
place.” 

“  Say  nothing  to  any  man  of  this  occurrence,”  said  Yi  Chin  Ho, 
“  else  will  other  and  more  loyal  servants  than  I  be  sent  to  strike  off 
your  father’s  nose.” 

And  so  Yi  Chin  Ho  departed  on  his  way  through  the  mountains, 
blithe  of  heart  and  gay  of  song  as  he  listened  to  the  jingling  bells 
of  his  treasure-laden  ponies. 

There  is  little  more  to  tell.  Yi  Chin  Ho  prospered  through  the 
years.  By  his  efforts  the  jailer  attained  at  length  to  the  director¬ 
ship  of  all  the  prisons  of  Cho-sen ;  the  Governor  ultimately  betook 
himself  to  the  Sacred  City  to  lie  prime  minister  to  the  King,  while 
Yi  Chin  IIo  became  the  King’s  boon  companion  and  sat  at  table 
with  him  to  the  end  of  a  round,  fat  life.  But  Pak  Chung  Chang 
fell  into  a  melancholy,  and  ever  after  he  shook  his  head  sadly, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  whenever  he  regarded  the  expensive  nose  of 
his  ancient  and  very-much-to-be-respected  ancestor. 
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YLER  EDWARDS  was  born  in  a  comer  of 
Connecticut  where  the  flavor  of  the  salt  air 
early  called  him  seaward,  and  the  abundance  of 
the  never-failing  crop  of  stones  impressed  him 
with  a  flinty  prospect  of  farm-life.  In  his  four¬ 
teenth  winter  a  wondrous  frost  gave  fair  prom¬ 
ise  of  many  new-born  stones  to  be  cared  for  in  the  coming  birds- 
nesting  season,  and  bitterly  conscious  of  his  ability  at  fence-mak¬ 
ing,  he  gratefully  shipped  as  cabin-boy  on  a  short-handed  schooner 
bound  for  Florida. 

On  shipboard  he  accentuated  his  knowledge  of  cooking  and 
furnished  additional  testimony  to  the  long-established  principle 
that  a  coast-bom  son  of  Connecticut  is  a  sailor-man  long  before 
a  razor  need  be  placed  in  his  kit ;  and  in  Florida  he  lost  all  doubts 
as  to  the  possibility  of  the  existence  of  a  land  where  the  rare  excep¬ 
tion  of  frosty  winters  might  prove  the  non-existence  of  frost. 
Florida  appealed  to  him,  but  the  sea  called  louder,  and  for  twenty 
years  he  followed  the  uncertain  fortunes  of  those  who  live  by  bells 
and  travel  by  the  compass ;  then,  in  a  storm  off  the  Pacific  Coast, 
his  ship  went  down,  and  with  two  of  the  crew,  and  “  Chink,”  the 
ship’s  monkey,  he  found  himself,  battered  and  bruised,  on  the  high 
sands  of  Cape  Mendocino,  a  party  of  campers  industriously  chafing 
his  wounds  and  plaguing  the  monkey. 

Recovering  quickly,  and  provoked  at  the  sea  which  had  so  incon¬ 
siderately  forgotten  twenty  years  of  fellowship,  he  accepted  the 
hospitality  of  his  timely  rescuers,  and  travelled  with  them  to  their 
foot-hill  home  in  the  orchard  belt  on  the  eastern  slope  of  the  Coast 
Range. 

There,  in  the  precincts  of  Pleasant  Valley,  Edwards  worked 
most  cheerfully  through  the  late  autumn,  winning  the  men  by  his 
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industry,  the  women  by  his  handiness,  and  the  children  by  the 
antics  of  his  monkey  and  the  yarns  of  his  evenings. 

That  his  Thanksgiving  might  be  complete,  Providence  suddenly 
deprived  him  of  the  uncle  on  whose  farm  he  had  first  seen  the 
light  of  day,  and  to  fill  the  void  occasioned  by  the  loss  of  one  whom 
he  remembered  chiefly  as  a  taskmaster,  gave  to  him  the  estate  of 
the  dear  departed.  Reduced,  through  the  medium  of  letters,  deeds, 
notaries,  commissioners  and  lawyers,  to  ready  cash,  the  estate 
seemed  acceptable  and  untainted  with  the  well-remembered,  ever- 
recurring  necessity  of  picking  up  stones  on  half-holidays. 

With  five  thousand  dollars,  net  cash,  on  hand,  Tyler  Edwards 
was  prepared  to  establish  himself  as  a  freeholder,  and,  the  terms 
shortly  agreed  upon  and  amicably  concluded,  he  received  from 
Burbank  Appletree,  his  camping  friend,  a  deed  conveying  to  him 
twenty  acres  of  land  planted  with  large,  well-selected  and  produc¬ 
tive  apricot,  peach,  prune  and  pear  trees.  With  the  residue  of  his 
legacy  Edwards  promptly  ordered  a  modest  consignment  of  house¬ 
hold  furniture,  an  Italian  hand-organ  included,  and  then  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  sink  a  well  and  build  for  himself  a  house,  barn,  chicken- 
house  and  quarters  for  Chinese  laborers,  first,  however,  setting 
aside  a  tidy  balance  in  the  bank  over  against  a  contingency. 

The  contingency’s  name  was  Hilda,  and  a  prettier,  more  even- 
tempered,  and  capable  contingency  never  crept  into  the  back¬ 
ground  of  a  man’s  thoughts  —  yes,  or  called  for  more  planning  or 
diplomacy.  For  Hilda  was  the  only  daughter  of  Gottfried  Baum¬ 
gartner  and  Frieda  his  frau,  and,  as  worthy,  well-established  and 
thrifty  German-American  orchardists,  they  saw  no  reason  for  her 
contracting  any  marriage  not  extremely  advantageous  and  in  every 
sense  satisfactory. 

How  Fate,  or  perhaps  it  is  Providence,  has  an  equitable  little 
way  of  balancing  things,  stroking  your  right  cheek  so  gently,  and. 
even  while  the  responsive  smiles  are  shining  the  merriest,  landing 
a  smarting  blow  on  the  left  cheek  to  the  end  that  brimming  eyes 
may  realize  the  intricacies  of  the  game  of  life. 

So  when  Tyler,  his  legacy  well  laid  out,  called  upon  the  fair 
Hilda,  and  putting  his  love  in  words,  asked  her  to  be  the  mistress 
of  his  new  home,  he  felt  that  her  “Yes,  dear,”  dissolved  all  the 
shadows  of  life.  But  after  she  had  given  him  a  pan  of  spiced 
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cookies,  each  with  an  almond  in  the  center,  and  allowed  him  a  kiss, 
she  shook  her  head,  and  raising  her  linger,  said  firmly,  “  Only  one 
now,  Tyler;  you  must  see  the  Papa  and  Mamma.” 

And  while  Papa  Baumgartner  admitted  that  Herr  Edwards  had 
a  nice  little  orchard  and  voted  the  Republican  ticket  and  seemed  in 
every  way  a  good  neighbor,  and  while  Mamma  Baumgartner  had 
been  glad  to  see  him  going  to  church  and  approved  of  his  smoking 
a  pipe  —  in  place  of  cigarettes  —  and  had  noticed  the  tidiness  of 
his  home,  they  both  were  doubtful  concerning  his  stability,  and 
before  Hilda  could  marry  him  he  must  prove  himself  a  thorough¬ 
going  landsman,  entirely  cured  of  sailor-like  roving  —  though 
meantime  he  might  call  on  Sundays. 

Hilda  bowed  her  submission,  as  became  an  obedient  daughter, 
and  rushed  to  the  oven  where  her  bread  had  nearly  burned  during 
the  sitting  of  the  family  council,  and  Tyler,  being  advised  that 
five  years  would  be  a  reasonable  period  of  probation,  left  the  farm 
faintly  cheered  by  the  promise  that  any  act  on  his  part  evidencing 
extreme  land-like  adaptability  or  horticultural  ability  might 
serve  to  reduce  the  probation,  and  thoroughly  upset  at  the  sight  of 
the  approaching  form  of  ’Bank  Appletree.  For  ’Bank  was  an 
undiscouraged  widower,  a  large  land-owner,  and  a  close  friend  of 
Herr  Baumgartner. 

But  more  than  a  cautious  papa,  a  doubtful  mamma,  and  an 
encroaching  widower  are  requisite  to  confound  the  spirits  of  one 
who  has  travelled  the  stormy  waves  and  risen  from  cabin-boy  to 
captain,  and  particularly  so  with  a  captain  who  has  begun  life  in 
the  sharp  preparatory  school  of  a  rocky  Connecticut  farm.  And 
yet,  though  Tyler  Edwards  plotted  and  schemed  with  the  inge¬ 
nuity  of  a  Yankee  and  the  pertinacity  of  a  sailor-man,  the  five 
years  loomed  greatly  and  lessened  unappreciatively  while  every 
fortnight  increased  the  frequency  of  the  visits  of  the  ardent  Apple- 
tree  to  the  home  of  the  Baumgartners. 

Tyler,  however,  excelled  in  resisting  discouragement,  and  right 
bravely  he  sparked  the  fair  Hilda  on  Sundays,  cultivated  and 
pruned  his  acres  on  week  days  and  seriously  deliberated  at  all 
hours.  “  Chink,”  the  companion  of  his  vigils,  clambered  from 
limb  to  limb  while  the  pruning  progressed,  and  in  the  evenings 
danced  to  the  doubtful  hand-organ  melodies  turned  forth  by  his 


10 


THE  BEST  TEN  IN  THE  VALLEY. 


master.  The  latter,  sitting  on  a  box  by  the  kitchen  stove,  his  head 
inclined,  his  right  hand  working  steadily,  would  gravely  converse 
with  his  pet.  “  ‘  Chink,’  you  monk  you,”  he  would  say,  “  you  have 
more  adaptability  than  the  rest  of  us,  can’t  you  give  me  an  idea  ?  ” 
And  the  monkey,  happy  in  blue  overalls,  long-disused  cup  in  hand, 
would  tilt  his  cap  rakishly  to  one  side  and  seriously  chatter  a  sym¬ 
pathetic  response. 

Master  and  monkey,  they  had  been  together  in  the  tropics  and 
on  the  high  seas,  they  had  suffered  and  become  castaways,  even 
now  they  lived  an  isolated  life,  for,  until  their  arrival,  the  Valley 
had  never  known  a  sailor  or  a  monkey.  “  A  real  monkey,  that  is,” 
as  old  Peter  Cruncher  said :  “  ’Course  we’ve  had  Chinees,  which 
are  cousins  to  ’em,  ever  since  we  begun  raisin’  fruit  in  the  ’70’s.” 

The  evenly  distributed  rains  of  the  winter  were  succeeded  by  a 
wondrous,  growth-producing  spring,  and  even  while  the  great 
orchards  were  casting  aside  their  pink  and  white  gowns  each  of 
the  three  “oldest  inhabitants”  in  the  Valley  was  predicting  un¬ 
precedented  crops.  Soon  the  orchardists  were  compelled  to  relieve 
the  laden  boughs  of  their  over-abundance  by  “  thinning-out  ”  the 
green  fruit ;  an  occupation  rich  in  joy  for  the  “  monk  ”  who  glee¬ 
fully  climbed  to  the  highest  limbs  of  the  sturdy  trees  and  threw 
down  the  hard  fruit,  chattering  frightfully  and  grimacing  fear¬ 
fully  over  the  result  of  the  first  sour  apricot  carried  to  his  mouth. 

The  season  wore  on.  Once  only  did  Tyler  Edwards  and 
“  Chink  ”  evince  any  evidence  of  their  supposed  sailor-like  rest¬ 
lessness.  Then,  in  truth,  they  merely  made  a  hasty  trip  to  San 
Francisco,  where  they  eagerly  sniffed  the  salt  air,  and  wandered 
about  the  “  water-front  ”  eyeing  the  shipping  with  approval. 

But  the  Sunday  following  their  return  Tyler  found  Papa  Baum¬ 
gartner  palpably  displeased  because  of  the  trip,  and  more  irascible 
than  ever,  for  rumor  of  labor  troubles  had  reached  the  Valley. 
Along  the  “  water-front  ”  frequent  had  been  the  prophecies  heard 
by  Tyler  of  a  great  strike  soon  to  come  —  and  more  important 
still,  the  Chinese,  who  were  to  harvest  the  Valley’s  fruit  crop,  had 
announced  a  peremptory  advance  in  wages. 

Already  Appletree  had  begun  to  encroach  upon  Tyler’s  Sundays, 
and  this  day  the  latter  retired  immediately  after  his  rival’s 
appearance  on  the  field.  Incidentally,  Elmine  Schlosser,  Hilda’s 
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convent  friend  from  Dixon,  arrived  close  upon  Tyler’s  departure 
—  he  might  almost  have  seen  her  buggy  approaching,  and  he 
would  know  that  in  her  presence  ’Bank  would  do  no  courting. 

To  her  friend,  Hilda  poured  forth  her  saddened  heart,  briefly 
disposing  of  Appletree  by  saying,  “  And  think,  if  I  married  him 
people  would  call  our  little  childers,  ‘  Crab-apples,’  I  know  they 
would.  There  —  I’ll  never  marry  him,  no  sir-ee.”  Which  state¬ 
ment,  besides  settling  the  widower’s  case,  also  showed  that  the  fair 
Hilda  had  that  simple  confidence  in  the  increase  of  her  race  later 
to  be  lauded  as  the  greatest  of  virtues. 

But  while  Hilda  was  thus  unceremoniously  disposing  of  Apple- 
tree,  that  comfortable  widower  was  calmly  sweeping  all  clouds 
aside  from  the  labor  horizon  and  holding  forth  with  the  greatest 
facility  on  the  vital  subjects  of  pear  blight  and  lady-bugs,  and  the 
proper  means  of  avoidance  thereof,  and  Papa  Baumgartner,  all 
attention,  was  opining  to  himself  how  advantageous  it  would  be 
to  have  a  son-in-law  so  very  resourceful  and  with  such  horticul¬ 
tural  acumen ;  and  Mamma  Baumgartner  meantime,  was  mentally 
anathematizing  her  pet  aversion,  the  faithful  “  Chink,”  and  out 
in  the  world  the  “  Strike  of  ’94  ”  was  ready  for  launching. 

Monday  the  storm  broke.  The  boxes  of  fruit,  so  skilfully 
packed,  were  peremptorily  refused  by  the  expressman  at  the  sta¬ 
tions,  and  the  bewildered  drivers  turned  their  teams  and  drove 
back  to  the  astonished  and  enraged  orchardists,  who  at  a  glance 
saw  their  eastern  fruit  decaying  en  route,  and  their  unpicked 
peaches  and  “  ’cots  ”  a  total  loss. 

“  Pick  and  dry  ”  became  the  watchword.  “  To  Halifax  with 
the  railroad  and  strikes,”  tersely  said  the  freeholders.  And  then 
the  strike  came  nearer.  That  made  a  difference.  In  some  organi¬ 
zation  partially  armed,  a  body  of  men  marched  through  the  Val¬ 
ley,  giving  the  useful  Chinese  short  notice  to  leave  —  “  Away  with 
the  Chinamen,”  was  the  slogan.  And  after  a  few  stray  shots  the 
alarmed  Mongolians  awaited  no  further  warning  —  they  left. 

“  Pick  and  dry,”  was  still  the  watchword,  and  by  the  force  of 
necessity  the  angered  fruit-growers  grudgingly  employed  vagrant 
whites,  only  to  see  the  raw  hands  falter  under  the  hot  sun  which 
lends  a  blush  to  the  peach  and  a  radiance  to  the  pear.  The  new 
men  moved  on,  while  the  frightened  Chinese,  instructed  by  their 
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tong  leaders,  refused  to  return  until  another  season.  Unkind  bul¬ 
lets  from  unknown  guns  greeted  the  few  who  crept  back,  —  for 
the  strikers  had  left  pickets  on  guard  —  and  the  lirst  night  after 
the  return  of  these  stragglers  a  bonfire  of  orchard  ladders  illumin¬ 
ated  the  darkness.  By  its  light  the  horror-stricken  Coolies  packed 
their  pipes  and  tea-pots  and  incontinently  fled. 

The  residents  of  the  Valley  might  cut  and  dry;  they  were  too 
few  to  also  pick.  Burbank  Appletree,  Peter  Gruncher  and  almost 
all  the  other  men  threw  up  their  hands  and  accepted  the  inevit¬ 
able  with  stolid  growls. 

In  the  bosom  of  his  family  Papa  Baumgartner  wailed  loudly. 
To  lose  his  great  crop  of  prunes,  his  late  peaches  and  pears !  To 
happen  it  must  not.  His  friend  Appletree  should  save  the  crop ; 
he  would  give  him  a  third  for  his  help,  yes,  a  half ;  or  he  might 
have  Hilda  —  Yes,  he  should  have  Hilda,  that  sailor  Edwards 
should  not  count;  ’Bank  Appletree  should  save  the  crop,  the  fine 
crop. 

“  Damn  it,”  replied  Appletree,  hearing  the  lament,  “  I  can't 
help  you.  Wouldn’t  I  save  my  own,  if  I  could  ?  ” 

Then  Papa  Baumgartner  wailed  in  public;  anyone  could  have 
half  his  crop,  or  his  daughter  for  that  matter,  if  they  would  save 
the  fruit. 

And  Hilda  herself  now  became  disconsolate,  not  at  her  father’s 
loss,  though,  as  a  thrifty  girl,  it  disturbed  her,  but  on  a  more  per¬ 
sonal  account,  for  suddenly  and  without  explanation  or  leave- 
taking,  her  sailor-man  disappeared. 

“  Him  an’  ‘  Chink  ’  has  got  some  sense ;  nothin’  doin’  here  an’ 
the’ve  gone  campin’,”  said  Gruncher,  remarking  upon  seeing  the 
two  leaving  the  Valley  in  a  covered  wagon. 

But  Tyler  Edwards  was  not  disposed  by  nature  or  inclined  from 
experience  to  go  a-pleasuring  in  stress  of  weather.  On  the  con¬ 
trary,  in  the  heaviest  storms  he  had  ever  labored  the  hardest  and 
his  wits  been  the  keenest,  and  with  the  need  of  saving  his  crop 
and  the  possibility  of  a  speedy  espousal  of  the  fair  Hilda,  his 
active  brain  evolved  a  fertile  Yankee  scheme. 

From  his  life  in  the  tropics  and  long  acquaintance  with 
“Chink,”  he  had  become  well  aware  of  the  adaptability  and  imi¬ 
tative  powers  of  monkey-kind ;  he  knew,  moreover,  how  his  pet  had 
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enjoyed  assisting  in  the  “  thinning  out”  of  the  fruit,  and  down  on 
the  “  Earbary  Coast  ”  in  San  Francisco  he  had  heard  of  the  ex¬ 
pected  arrival  of  a  ship-load  of  monkeys,  consigned  to  Chicago 
for,  it  was  unworthily  hinted,  trial  use  in  the  meat-corning  houses. 
The  strike  would  delay  the  Chicago  consignment. 

Leaving  his  team  at  Suisun  of  a  Monday,  the  sailor  travelled  to 
San  Francisco  by  boat,  once  again  filling  his  grateful  lungs  with 
salty  air ;  and  by  nine  in  the  evening  of  the  Wednesday  following, 
he  drove  his  wagon  into  Pleasant  Valley,  “  Chink  ”  sitting  under 
cover  in  the  hack,  chatting  sociably  to  nine  of  his  brethren  and 
sistren  who  listened  attentively  or  responded  excitably  from  behind 
the  slats  of  an  immense  crate. 

Late  that  evening  the  disconsolate  Hilda  sat  up  in  bed  and  dried 
her  eyes,  as  the  dear  sound  of  the  hand-organ  again  stole  out  upon 
the  quiet  hill  air.  Little  did  she  realize,  however,  that  her  re¬ 
turned  suitor  with  his  devoted  “  Chink  ”  was  giving  a  first  lesson 
to  those  who  were  soon  to  enable  him  to  win  her  hand. 

The  following  day,  en  route  for  the  Coast,  himself  on  a  camping 
trip,  Peter  Cruncher,  to  his  surprise,  heard  Chinese  words  coming 
from  Tyler’s  premises,  “Gee,  Samn,  Tze,  Ingz  —  ”  Curious,  ho 
turned  from  the  highway,  and  driving  in,  found,  to  his  increased 
astonishment,  that  Edwards  had  returned  and  was  sitting  under  a 
large  peach-tree,  holding  a  small  whip  in  one  hand  and  playing 
his  ancient  hand-organ  with  the  other.  Sworn  to  secrecy  concern¬ 
ing  what  was  up  the  tree,  Gruncher  continued  on  his  camping  trip, 
periodically  bursting  out  unexpectedly  in  guffaws  of  amusement. 

Sunday  it  was  rumored  about  that  Tvler  Edwards  had  a  num¬ 
ber  of  new  pickers  at  his  place.  Some  said  they  were  “  kid  Chinees 
from  ’Frisco,”  others  claimed  that  they  were  a  small,  up-country 
variety  of  “  Japs,”  just  discovered ;  that  afternoon  it  was  known 
that  this  strange  crew  had  picked  his  fruit  and  that  he  wanted 
cutters  at  his  packing  shed  the  next  afternoon.  Hard  on  this  last 
report,  came  the  news  that  he  had  offered  to  pick  Gottfried  Baum¬ 
gartner’s  entire  crop  in  a  day,  provided  Hilda  was  the  considera¬ 
tion. 

Such  a  proposition,  when  it  was  known  that  no  ten  men  could 
accomplish  such  an  undertaking! 

Then  word  went  around  the  Valley  that  Papa  Baumgartner  had 
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accepted  the  offer,  the  work  to  begin  early  Monday,  and  that  Ed¬ 
wards  had  requested  the  minister,  who  had  held  services  in  the 
schoolhouse,  to  stay  over  a  day,  and  had  even  sent  to  Fairfield  for 
a  marriage-license.  Nobody  but  a  sailor  could  be  so  foolishly 
sanguine ;  and  all  the  ladders  burned,  too. 

By  daylight  the  scattered  residents  of  the  Valley  were  gathered 
about  the  Baumgartner  orchard  to  witness  the  affair.  Promptly 
at  5.30  a.  m.,  Tyler  Edwards  drove  up  in  a  buggy,  the  minister 
accompanying  him,  but  neither  Papa  Baumgartner  nor  the  neigh¬ 
bors  had  time  to  notice  the  minister;  their  eyes  were  too  busy  in 
watching  the  covered  wagon  following  the  buggy. 

Not  that  the  sight  of  “  Chink  ”  in  his  little  blue  overalls  seri¬ 
ously  driving  old  “Dolly”  —  the  mare  sold  at  a  high  price  to 
Edwards  with  the  conscientious  thought  that  she  was  a  safe  animal 
for  a  sailor  —  was  unwonted,  but  in  place  of  a  force  of  jabbering 
Coolies,  nine  other  monkeys,  also  dressed  in  little  blue  overalls, 
and  each  as  near  like  the  driver  as  two  peas  may  be  alike,  rode  in 
the  wagon,  four  sitting  with  “  Chink  ”  in  front  and  holding  tightly 
fore  and  aft,  to  the  seat,  five  more  side  by  side  on  the  back  seat. 
“  Chink  ”  was  seriously  watching  “  Dolly,”  the  other  nine  with  all 
seriousness  were  watching  “  Chink.” 

The  wagon  stopped.  Tyler  Edwards  tied  “  Dolly  ”  to  a  shaded 
hitching  post ;  over  the  side  of  the  wagon  climbed  “  Chink,”  after 
him  trooped  his  nine  brethren  and  sistren,  the  curled  tip  of  a  tail 
showing  from  the  bottom  of  each  of  their  nine  right  trouser-legs. 

“  Mein  Gott  im  Himmel !  ”  exclaimed  Papa  Baumgartner. 

“  Gut  Gott !  ’  ejaculated  Mamma  Baumgartner. 

“Good  little  Chink,”  cried  ITilda  Baumgartner. 

“  The  Devil !  ”  exclaimed  the  neighbors. 

From  the  wagon  Edwards  took  two  capacious  lug-boxes  and 
placed  them  at  the  foot  of  a  large  peach-tree,  while  ten  pairs  of 
small  bright  eyes,  looking  out  from  gray,  old-men  faces,  watched 
him  closely;  next  he  carefully  unloaded  his  hand-organ,  and  the 
tips  of  ten  tails  curled  and  twitched  below  the  bottoms  of  ten 
right  trouser-legs.  Finally  he  lifted  out  ten  lard-pails,  and  ten 
pairs  of  small,  hairy  hands  seized  upon  them  and  peered  at  the 
bottoms,  or  turned  them  upside  down,  disclosing  the  numerals  up 
to  ten,  written  in  large  green  letters.  With  some  slight  disturb- 
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ance  the  pails  were  sorted  about ;  then  Tyler  Edwards,  first  lifting 
"  Chink  ”  into  the  peach-tree,  began  on  the  hand-organ. 

Instantly  “  Chink  ”  rushed  among  the  higher  branches,  drew 
his  tail  out  of  his  trouser-leg,  wrapped  it  around  a  limb,  dropping 
the  wire  bail  of  the  lard-pail  into  the  grip  of  the  curling  end  of 
that  useful  appendage,  and  with  all  four  hands  and  feet  reached 
out  for  the  ripe  peaches;  simultaneously,  his  nine  brethren  and 
sistren  scurried  up  the  tree  and,  drawing  out  their  nine  respective 
tails  from  their  nine  respective  right-trouser-legs,  wrapped  them 
around  the  limbs,  each  tail  seizing  in  its  curling  end  the  wire  bail 
of  a  lard-pail,  and  forty  hands  and  feet  literally  poured  peaches 
into  the  ten  pails.  Tump,  tump,  tump,  resounded  the  first  falling 
against  the  tin  bottoms. 

The  devoted  “  Chink,”  his  pail  quickly  filled,  slipped  down  the 
tree,  carefully  poured  the  fruit  into  one  of  the  lug-boxes,  and 
scampered  up  again,  keeping  pace  with  the  gayer  time  of  the  hand- 
organ. 

Xo  longer  able  to  control  himself,  Papa  Baumgartner  rushed 
over  to  the  lug-box.  “Green  and  clawed  are  none  of  them.  Der 
Teufel !  How  does  you  that  do  ?  ” 

“  Saw  how  ‘  Chink  ’  liked  to  pick  ’em  a  while  back,  so  I  let  the 
monks  watch  us  pick.  They  are  such  imitative  devib.  When 
‘  Chink  ’  first  began  picking,  the  fruit  was  green ;  he  ate  a  green 
apricot  and  got  a  stomach-ache,  and  since  then  he  won’t  put  one 
in  his  mouth.  I  guess  he  told  the  others  about  the  ache,  or  per¬ 
haps  they  think  all  green  is  bad,  for  they  had  an  awful  time  after 
licking  some  of  the  green  paint,  off  the  pails.” 

“Der  Teufel,  der  Teufel!”  ejaculated  Papa  Baumgartner. 

“"So,  so,  so,”  murmured  Mamma  Baumgartner  in  amazement. 

“  Would  someone  like  some  spiced  cookies  ?  ”  asked  Hilda,  with 
hospitable  intent. 

“  And  they  don’t  need  ladders.  Don’t  it  all  beat  the  Dutch  ?  ” 
remarked  a  neighbor  in  amazement. 

“  Here  ‘  Chink,’  Gee,  Samn,  Tze,  Inz  —  ”  began  Edwards,  call¬ 
ing  his  laborers  by  their  numerical  Mongolian  names.  The  tree 
was  picked.  Down  came  every  monkey,  and  up  another  tree  they 
were  sent. 

The  forty  hands  and  feet  worked  rapidly ;  the  trees  were  being 
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stripped  at  an  amazing  speed.  The  neighbors,  their  curiosity  sat¬ 
isfied,  drew  away  and  returned  to  their  homes,  contending  sharply 
among  themselves  over  the  merits  and  disadvantages  of  such  new¬ 
fangled  methods.  The  minister  and  Papa  Baumgartner  chatted 
together.  Mamma  Baumgartner  disappeared  into  the  kitchen. 
Hilda  stood  by  Tyler  Edwards. 

“  Can  we  be  married  now  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“Just  as  soon  as  the  peaches  are  picked,  Papa  says.  Per¬ 
haps —  ” 

“  Yes  ?  ” 

“  The  monkeys  work  to  the  time  of  the  music,  don’t  they  ?  ” 

“Yes,  dear.” 

“  Then  perhaps  I  can  help  you,  and  we  can  be  married  at  noon.” 

She  hastened  into  the  house,  and  immediately  her  piano  burst 
forth  with  “Der  Wasserfall.”  At  the  sprightly  air,  “Chink” 
nearly  upset  his  pail  in  a  frantic  effort  to  increase  his  speed,  while 
“  Gee  ”  and  “  Samn  ”  and  their  brethren  and  sistren  broke  out  in 
cries  of  joy. 

Tyler  Edwards  rested  while  the  piece  continued.  It  was  fol¬ 
lowed  by  “  Hie  Wacht  am  Rhein.”  At  this  the  whole  ten  re¬ 
doubled  their  efforts  and  Papa  Baumgartner  became  wildly 
excited : — 

“  See,  see,”  he  exclaimed,  “  der  little  Teufels.  Der  best  ten 
men  in  der  Valley.  Ja,”  and  he,  too,  pranced  about  in  his  excite¬ 
ment.  “Ja,”  he  cried,  “we  the  wedding  now  will  have  recht 
quick.”  And  calling  Mamma  Baumgartner  and  Hilda,  and  put¬ 
ting  the  hired  boy  at  the  hand-organ,  Papa  Baumgartner  gave 
away  his  fair  daughter,  the  minister  performing  the  service  to 
the  melodious  accompaniment  of  the  ancient  instrument 

“  Chink  ”  made  one  more  record :  he  was  a  welcome  third  party 
on  a  honeymoon  trip.  For  Hilda  said  he  must  not  miss  their 
voyage  to  Honolulu. 


The  Case  of  Burbanks  vs.  Nature.* 


BY  VIRGINIA  M.  CORNELL. 

HEN  Robert  Burbanks  was  eighteen  years  of 
age,  be  discovered  that  life  held  keen  zests  and 
excitements,  and  was  not  the  phlegmatic  sub¬ 
stance  he  had  conceived  it  to  be.  This  dis¬ 
covery  came  to  him  through  his  father  having 
decided  that  the  banking  business  was  a  good 
one  for  Robert  to  follow,  and  his  own  consequent  acceptance  of  a 
clerkship  in  the  “  Keystone  National,”  presided  over  by  Mr.  Bur¬ 
banks’  friend,  Colonel  Anderson. 

There  are  not,  to  be  sure,  many  violent  excitements  connected 
with  the  life  of  a  young  bank  clerk  whose  duties  are  apt  to  be  more 
abundant  than  interesting,  but  to  a  country-bred  boy  of  observing 
temperament,  life  itself  in  a  goodly  sized  city  is,  for  a  time  at 
least,  an  exciting  event.  To  young  Robert  Burbanks  this  pleas¬ 
urable  interest  did  not  soon  abate;  rather,  as  new  vistas  opened, 
he  grew  more  keenly  alert  to  peer  into  them.  These  chanced  to 
be,  for  the  most  part,  of  the  sort  that  are  in  themselves  healthy 
and  normal ;  it  was  only  the  unusual  number  of  his  new  outlooks, 
and  the  zeal  which  he  brought  to  the  exploration  of  them;  which 
boded  Robert  ill. 

His  first  keen  interest,  outside  of  the  bank,  grew  out  of  his  gain¬ 
ing  a  friendly  footing  in  the  office  of  the  Morning  Herald,  which 
occupied  a  part  of  the  Keystone  Building.  The  editor  of  that  paper 
took  a  brisk  liking  to  the  fresh-faced  lad  from  the  bank  below,  and 
made  him  welcome  to  his  sanctum.  The  boy  had  never  known  how 
much  was  contained  in  the  making  of  the  newspapers  they  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  reading  at  home,  and  he  came  directly  to  take 
a  lively  interest  in  the  nightly  compiling  of  the  day’s  events;  soon 
acquiring  as  keen  a  scent  for  news  as  any  reporter  on  the  staff, 
and  becoming  as  skilled  in  the  making  of  a  “  scoop  ”  as  any  one. 

»  Copyright,  1906,  by  Tho  Shortstory  Publishing  Company.  Copyright  secured  In  Great 
Britain.  All  rights  reserved. 
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“  Boy,  you  were  cut  out  for  a  newspaper  man,”  the  editor  once 
assured  him,  “  Banking's  out  of  your  line.” 

Bober t.  could  not  wholly  accept  this;  he  had  not  even  begun  to 
lose  interest  in  his  glimpses  of  the  intricate  workings  of  the  great 
banking  system  of  which  he  considered  himself  an  humble  part. 
The  day’s  routine,  irksome  to  most  of  the  clerks,  was  a  delight  to 
him.  lie  looked  at  the  cashier  of  the  “  Keystone,”  trained 
through  this  same  routine,  to  an  understanding  of  the  smallest 
detail  of  the  business,  and  capable  thereby  of  guarding  its  great 
interests,  and  to  his  eyes  this  man’s  place  was  a  goal  eagerly  to 
be  aspired  to.  He  thought  of  himself  in  future  years,  keen-eyed 
and  competent,  holding  a  position  of  responsibility  and  trust ;  still 
further  on,  at  the  head  of  some  great  system,  holding  in  his  own 
hands  the  well-being  of  thousands,  and  these  thoughts  quickened 
him,  and  made  possible  his  unusually  rapid  advancement. 

When  Robert  was  yet  a  little  under  twenty-one,  his  mind  caught, 
with  absorbing  zeal,  at  a  new  aspect  of  life.  It  was  far  removed 
from  either  banking  or  newspaper  making,  yet  was  brought,  natu¬ 
rally  about  by  his  connection  with  the  latter.  It  had  been  a  good 
many  months  since  the  beginning  of  his  friendship  with  the  editor 
of  the  Herald,  but  his  zest  in  that  direction  had  not  subsided.  He 
served  the  “  Keystone  ”  faithfully  during  its  daily  working  hours,, 
but  the  nights  in  the  week  were  few  when  he  failed  to  see  that  the 
Herald  went  safely  to  press  in  the  morning.  After  that  was 
accomplished,  he  generally  hurried  to  his  room  to  snatch  a  few 
hours’  sleep  before  the  bank  opened,  but  occasionally  his  brain 
refused  even  for  that  little  time  to  suspend  its  busy  action,  and 
Xature,  keeping  tab  upon  his  shortcomings  toward  herself,  wrote 
down  a  sleepless  twenty-four  hours  upon  the  debit  side  of  her 
ledger  in  her  account  with  him. 

The  unpaid  debts  he  owed  her  had  grown  to  considerable  pro¬ 
portions  when  he  interviewed  for  the  Herald  a  notorious  safe- 
breaker  at  the  city  jail.  Young  Burbanks  was  greatly  interested 
in  the  law  breaker,  a  well-put-up,  well-spoken  man  of  forty,  with 
eyes  that  looked  like  steel  and  belonged  in  just  such  a  face,  Robert 
thought  The  other,  upon  his  part,  found  a  distraction  from  con¬ 
templating  his  fallen  fortunes  in  talking  to  the  youth  of  days  of 
bygone,  reckless  darings  when  they  had  been  in  the  ascendant. 
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“  There’s  a  zest  in  the  life,”  he  told  his  listener,  “  in  the  parts 
you  play,  the  confidence  you  acquire  in  your  own  nerve  and  cun¬ 
ning.  And  there’s  more,  too.  Did  you  know  that  strange  noises 
in  the  night  have  the  same  terrors  for  a  burglar  that  they  have  to 
a  law-abiding  citizen?  Or  that  he’s  as  little  immune  from  the 
cowardices  of  humanity  as  any  one  else?  Before  now  I’ve  been 
far  more  scared  by  a  fellow-being  in  gown  and  slippers  than  he 
was  of  me  with  my  mask  and  revolver.  The  world’s  akin,  and  the 
class  I  belong  to,  broadly  speaking,  not  an  exception.  We  take 
only  what  we  want  or  need,  and  when  the  time  comes  as  it  has  to 
me,  to  pay  for  it,  we  pay,  and  nobody  does  more.  Do  you  get  the 
idea,  young  man  ?  ” 

Robert  thought  he  did,  and  during  the  next  three  years  im- 
bodied  his  thoughts  upon  the  subject  in  a  book  which  was  in  reality 
quite  a  wonderful  psychological  study  of  crime  in  all  its  kinds  and 
aspects.  It  contained  many  startling  and  original  ideas,  and  gave 
its  author  a  good  deal  of  prestige  among  the  people  to  whom  it  ap¬ 
pealed.  It  was  a  most  remarkable  work  to  have  proceeded  from 
so  young  a  mind,  the  mind,  too,  of  an  individual  whose  daily 
working  hours  were  occupied  with  the  closest  and  most  strenuous 
of  calculations  in  figures.  For  Robert  continued  to  keep  his 
books  at  the  bank  with  marvelous  accuracy,  and  Nature,  too,  kept 
a  careful  eye  upon  hers,  in  her  account  with  Burbanks,  putting 
down  with  a  frequency  which  should  have  been  alarming,  a  sleep¬ 
less  night  or  two  on  the  wrong  side  of  her  ledger. 

Burbanks  indeed  said  to  himself  occasionally  during  the  follow¬ 
ing  years  that  he  “must  get  more  sleep”;  he  became  vaguely 
startled,  sometimes,  remembering  how  infrequent  were  his  mind’s 
lapses  into  the  oblivion  of  slumber,  but  he  found  no  time  for  the 
abatement  of  his  pursuits  and  zests,  and  the  habit  of  sandwiching 
a  few  hours’  unconsciousness  between  them  was  becoming  a  hard 
one  to  keep.  The  time  when  his  eyes  could  be  prevailed  upon 
to  close  in  simple,  orthodox  fashion  finally  passed  altogether,  and, 
at  the  end  of  a  period  of  years  of  almost  unprecedented  activity  of 
mind,  he  came  face  to  face  with  the  astounding  discovery  that  he 
did  not  sleep  at  all ! 

He  was  dismayed,  frightened,  driven  almost  to  the  verge  of 
distraction  bv  his  realization  of  this  alarming  condition  —  alarm- 
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ing  because  of  its  dangerous  reputation  —  otherwise  it  did  not 
trouble  him;  be  simply  did  not  feel  the  need  of  sleep.  Yet,  know¬ 
ing  the  law  of  nature  in  this  regard,  he  became  frantic  to  sleep, 
even  though  he  felt  no  natural  desire  to  do  so.  “  1  must  sleep! 
I  cannot  live  without  sleep!  ”  He  spent  hours  in  a  vain  endeavor 
to  bring  slumber  to  his  eyes,  importuning  that  .Nature  whose  laws 
lie  had  disregarded,  but  she,  in  revenge,  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  his 
pleadings.  He  could  not  sleep !  Gradually  he  became  more  com¬ 
posed.  The  end  of  all  men  must  in  due  time  arrive ;  it  was  a  sure 
event.  1  f  it  were  to  come  now  and  in  this  unusual  manner  to  him, 
—  well,  he  had  had  more  of  life  than  most  men.  Let  the  end  come 
when  and  as  it  would,  lie  would  meet  it  philosophically. 

But  —  strange  contradiction  of  introvertible  fact  —  the  end  for 
which  Robert  Burbanks  thus  prepared  himself,  did  not  come.  He 
still  continued  to  live,  actively,  healthily  normal,  save  for  the 
seemingly  impossible  condition  that  he  never,  for  one  moment,  lost 
consciousness  in  slumber.  Systematic  relaxation  he  imposed  upon 
himself,  a  number  of  hours  in  each  twenty-four  in  which  he 
schooled  his  mind  to  rest  absolutely  from  every  waking  thought,  — 
but  he  never  slept ! 

It  had  taken  considerably  more  than  a  decade  of  years  to  bring 
this  culmination.  Burbanks  was  now  in  the  vicinity  of  thirty- 
five,  and  stood  practically  at  the  head  of  the  “  Keystone  National.” 
As  this  bank  now  held  large  deposits  of  his  own,  he  the  more 
naturally  guarded  its  safety  as  guarding  his  onto  property;  there¬ 
fore,  when  about  this  time  a  number  of  bold  safe  robberies  had 
alarmed  the  various  banks  of  the  city  into  unusual  precautionary 
measures,  Burbanks,  as  a  matter  of  course,  took  a  lively  interest  in 
them.  Out  of  this  general  interest  grew  in  his  mind  a  specula¬ 
tion  as  to  the  personality  back  of  the  robberies,  and,  striking  back 
to  an  old  frail,  Robert  Burbanks  became  alert,  not  only  to  protect 
his  property,  but  also  to  discover  what  manner  of  man  or  men 
threatened  it. 

He  fitted  up  accordingly,  for  his  own  occupancy,  a  tiny  den  of 
a  room  in  close  proximity  to  the  deposit  vaults,  and  here,  with  a 
couch  upon  which  to  pass  his  prescribed  hours  of  inactivity,  and 
a  table  loaded  with  books  and  papers,  he  began  to  spend  his 
nights.  The  presence  of  the  night  watchman  near  at  hand  gave  a 


THE  CASE  OF  BURBANKS  VS.  NATURE. 


21 


sense  of  human  companionship,  and  he  further  arranged  with  his 
good  friend  McCarthy,  a  typical  “  policeman  of  the  beat,”  to  make 
it  convenient  to  pass  that  way  at  least  once  during  the  small  hours 
of  the  morning.  Thus  he  felt  himself  sure  of  a  victorious  meet¬ 
ing  with  the  bank  burglars,  providing  they  should  be  unwise 
enough  to  court  the  meeting. 

Upon  one  particular  day,  about  this  period,  Burbanks  began  to 
be  impressed  with  the  sense  of  something  impending  over  him. 
During  the  course  of  the  afternoon  he  became  weighed  down  with 
melancholy,  which  all  at  once  he  ascribed  to  his  peculiar  condition 
of  sleeplessness.  For  the  first  time  he  saw  it  as  a  malady,  a  thing 
to  set  him  apart  from  other  men,  to  make  him  an  object  of  curi¬ 
osity  and  conjecture;  to  remove  him  from  the  vigorous,  active 
class  to  which  he  belonged,  and  place  him  among  the  freaks  and 
abnormalities.  An  instinct,  no  doubt  referable  to  this  same 
thought,  had  hitherto  kept  him  silent  upon  the  subject.  For  him¬ 
self  he  had  been  thoroughly  satisfied  that  his  mind  had  not  lost 
its  usual  normal  balance,  and  he  had  diagnosed  his  own  case  as  one 
in  which  an  unnatural  condition  brought  about  by  a  slow  process 
of  purely  healthy  and  pleasurable  departures  from  set  laws  had 
become  a  natural  one.  Yet  he  was  aware  that,  reasonable  as  this 
explanation  might  sound  to  his  own  ears,  to  other  men  it  could 
not  help  containing  an  element  of  the  “  off  color,”  the  morbid.  He 
began  to  fear  that  he  had  inadvertently  let  slip  some  word  which 
might  give  a  clue  to  the  discovery  of  what  now  seemed  a  guilty 
and  baleful  secret.  He  felt  bent  under  the  weight  which  attaches 
to  a  thing  concealed.  The  dread  of  exposure  grew  upon  him.  He 
sawr  himself  pictured,  gazed  at,  exploited  in  dime  museums  and 
yellow  journals  as  “  the  man  who  never  slept”  His  usual  clear 
sight  and  keen  sense  deserted  him ;  he  was  miserable. 

Having  dragged  through  a  wretched  day  in  this  fashion,  he 
entered  upon  the  hours  of  a  still  more  wretched  night.  The  isola¬ 
tion  which  they  brought  aggravated  a  thousand-fold  his  distressing 
thoughts  until,  as  the  clock  in  his  little  den  ticked  on  toward  mid¬ 
night,  he  reached  a  climax  of  mental  suffering  not  longer  to  be 
endured. 

He  opened  the  table  drawer  and  took  from  it  the  revolver  with 
which  he  had  provided  himself  against  the  possible  coming  of  the 


22 


THE  CASE  OF  BURBANKS  VS.  NATURE. 


bank  robbers.  It  looked  a  kind  little  medium  of  release  from  the 
burden  of  a  man’s  life  grown  too  heavy.  Yet,  instead  of  using  it 
at  once,  he  slipped  the  hand  bolding  it  under  bis  evening  paper, 
which  lay  carelessly  thrown  upon  the  table,  and  sat  leaning  back 
in  his  chair,  thinking  dully  of  the  route  he  was  about  to  take,  and 
speculating  vaguely  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  its  end.  But  he  was 
little  concerned  regarding  either;  his  mind  felt  dazed,  weakened 
and  wearied  by  the  strain  his  distress  over  his  sleepless  condition 
had  brought  upon  it. 

lie  looked  up  suddenly,  roused  by  the  consciousness  of  another 
presence.  A  masked  man  stood  in  the  open  doorway  with  a  revol¬ 
ver  leveled  at  Burbanks’  head,  and  eyes,  through  the  slits  in  his 
mask,  covering  him. 

“  Throw  up  your  hands,”  he  commanded. 

Burbanks’  mind  began  to  act  again,  mechanically,  but  swiftly. 
“  With  pleasure,”  he  said.  He  drew  his  right  hand  with  an  easy 
movement  from  beneath  the  paper  which  covered  it,  and,  in 
another  instant,  the  astounded  man  in  the  doorway  was  confront¬ 
ing  the  exact  situation  which  faced  the  other  —  certain  death  if 
he  moved  a  muscle. 

Burbanks’  cool  voice  cut  into  the  silence.  “  Will  you  shoot  first 
or  shall  I  ?  ” 

“  Damn !  ”  in  the  one  concise  exclamation  was  the  burglar’s 
complete  grasping  of  the  situation,  surely  a  situation  never  met 
with  before! 

The  man  in  the  door  measured  the  man  in  the  chair,  —  meas¬ 
ured,  and  knew  himself  matched.  The  pulling  of  the  trigger 
around  which  his  finger  was  crooked,  meant,  even  if  in  death,  the 
discharge  of  the  other  man’s  weapon,  and  he  never  doubted  but 
that  the  other  man’s  aim  would  be  as  true  as  his  own.  Moments 
passed,  the  law  breaker  watching  with  the  eyes  of  a  man  in  a  des¬ 
perate  strait,  concentrating  his  vision  toward  the  instant’s  grasp  of 
the  slightest  loophole  of  advantage ;  Burbanks  returning  the  look 
with  a  fixity  of  gaze  which  to  the  other  seemed  the  watchfulness 
of  an  alert  adversary,  but  which  in  reality  was  the  glassy  stare  of 
a  man  unable  to  rouse  himself  from  the  lethargic  desire  of  sleep ! 

For  Burbanks  was  by  sheer  force  of  will  only,  keeping  his  eyes 
open.  He  was  sleepy  —  so  sleepy !  He  knew  now*  that  he  had  been 
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in  the  very  last  stage  of  waking  consciousness  when  he  hail  been 
roused  by  the  burglar's  presence,  that  in  another  moment  he  would 
have  been  in  possession  of  a  boon  long  denied  him,  the  boon  of 
slumber.  This  was  what  had  been  coming  over  him  all  day,  what 
he  had  felt  impending,  —  sleep  —  blessed  sleep! 

How  he  coveted  it  —  yearned  for  its  soothing  oblivion!  He 
wanted  to  ask  the  man  whose  revolver  was  pointing  straight  be¬ 
tween  his  eyes  to  postpone  his  raid  on  the  bank  until  a  more  con¬ 
venient  season ;  tonight  he,  Burbanks,  wanted  to  sleep.  A  line  of 
an  absurd  song  filtered  through  his  brain : 

“  Please  go  'way  anti  let  me  sleep.” 

The  watchful  eyes  of  the  man  in  the  doorway  saw  no  lessening 
of  the  other’s  moveless  regard.  Its  seeming  intensity,  so  silent,  so 
unstirring  was  it,  began  to  rasp  his  nerves,  lie  wished  the  man  in 
the  chair  would  speak,  break  the  uncanny  spell  that  seemed  to  be 
coming  over  them ;  call  for  help ;  do  something  to  give  the  other  a 
chance  to  act,  to  relieve  the  strain  they  must  both  be  under. 

Burbanks  was  trying  with  all  his  vigorous  powers  of  resistance 
to  keep  awake  —  to  keep  his  revolver  pointed  steadily  toward  the 
spot  between  the  two  slits  in  the  burglar’s  mask.  This  was  clearly 
his  duty.  If  he  were  to  go  to  sleep  —  probably  the  night  watch¬ 
man  was  dozing  too  —  there  was  nothing  to  hinder  the  bank’s  suf¬ 
fering  heavy  loss  before  morning.  But  if  the  man  had  only  come 
some  other  night !  If  he  would  but  become  tired  of  standing 
there  in  the  door,  and  go  quietly  away !  The  absurd  line  filtered 
through  his  brain  again: 

••  Please  go  'way  ami  let  ine  sleep.” 

The  nerves  of  the  man  in  the  doorway  were  at  keenest  tension. 
By  a  strong  effort  of  will  he  quelled  the  rising  alarm  he  felt  at  the 
other’s  silent  movelessness,  at  the  suggestion  of  something  un¬ 
canny,  unreal  about  him.  He  fought  the  temptation  toward  super¬ 
stition,  toward  the  thought  that  his  tendency  to  fear  was  the  sure 
percursor  of  disaster,  and  redoubled  his  vigilance  lest  one  flicker 
of  his  adversary’s  eyelids,  one  instant’s  cessation  of  that  steady 
gaze  should  escape  him. 

Burbanks  was  so  sleepy!  The  line  of  the  absurd  song  kept 
repeating  itself.  He  remembered  the  melody  that  went  with  the 
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song,  a  crooning,  soothing  melody.  It  began  to  float  rhythmically 
through  his  brain  with  its  successive  accompanying  words: 

“  Sleep  to  me  Is  something  sweet—  ” 

IIow  sweet  —  how  blessedly  sweet !  J  ust  to  let  the  eyes  close  — 
to  cease  holding  the  revolver  steady  toward  the  spots  between  the 
slits  in  the  mask !  If  the  man  would  but  go  away  —  the  rhythmi¬ 
cal  melody  in  his  brain  was  so  soothing — so  satisfying — - 


“  Drop  it !  ”  a  big  voice,  pitched  to  a  low  but  peremptory  tone, 
spoke  close  to  the  bank  robber’s  ear.  He  turned  his  eyes,  felt 
McCarthy’s  pistol  at  his  temple,  remembered  the  weapon  leveled 
at  him  from  the  front,  —  and  yielded  to  the  inevitable.  Even  the 
inevitable  was  a  relief  from  the  tense  moments  just  passed. 

The  snapping  of  the  handcuffs  upon  his  wrists  brought  the 
night  watchman  to  wonder,  to  question  McCarthy,  to  congratulate. 
An  exclamation  of  astonishment  from  the  handcuffed  man  as  he 
glanced  toward  the  chair  where  his  late  adversary  sat,  caused  the 
eyes  of  the  other  two  to  follow  his,  and  they,  too,  stared  in  amaze¬ 
ment.  Burbanks’  arms  were  outstretched  across  the  table,  his 
head  resting  upon  them ;  his  eyes  were  closed,  his  chest  rose  and 
fell  with  his  deep,  unconscious  respirations.  He  was  asleep! 


Ram  Singh  and  Engel  Sahib.* 

BY  WILL  KENYON. 

HE  Lascars  were  butchering  a  sheep  in  the  fore¬ 
peak  galley,  and  the  warm  scent  of  fresh  blood 
stirred  up  pandemonium  among  the  jungle  folk 
in  the  cages  lashed  to  the  deck  by  the  fore¬ 
hatches.  The  sea  was  a  lake  of  oil  and  barren 
of  a  ripple,  save  where  the  big  twin  screws 
threw  astern  a  long  lane  of  swirling,  bubbling  phosphorescent 
flame.  It  was  stifling  hot  —  the  decks  were  like  hot  plates  —  and 
there  was  scarcely  enough  breeze  to  blow  out  a  match  as  I  joined 
Max  Schlieman  in  the  bows. 

It  was  Schlieman’s  business  to  ransack  creation,  poking  into  and 
out  of  more  out-of-the-way  corners  of  the  earth  than  civilization 
dreams  exist,  gathering  wild  beasts,  unheard-of  birds  known  only 
to  Audubon  societies,  and  weird,  uncanny  “  freaks  ”  for  American 
dealers.  He  was  a  strange  man,  a  German,  with  odd  tricks  of 
speech  and  many  surprising  customs  borrowed  from  Hindoo  and 
Mussulman  and  the  savage  of  remote  hill  countries.  He  was  alto¬ 
gether  impossible'  from  a  civilized  standpoint,  but  his  rich  and 
varied  experiences  dimmed  the  Arabian  Nights  for  me. 

“  Good !  ”  said  Max,  pointing  with  his  pipe  to  the  cages  below. 
“  Dose  fellows  are  yelling  fine  down  dere ;  raw  blood  brings  back 
dreams  of  liberty,  when  they  chase  and  make  the  kill  themselves. 
Yell  and  scream,  unhappy  ones.” 

As  if  in  answer,  the  deep-throated  roars  of  Bengal  tigers  rose  in 
unison  with  the  cat-like  shrieks  of  leopards  from  the  far-off  Hima¬ 
layas  ;  half  a  thousand  of  the  little  monkeys  that  die  of  homesick¬ 
ness  gibbered  obscenely,  while  a  fiendish  ourang-outang  rattled 
the  grating  of  his  cage  and  yelled  like  a  soul  in  torment,  until  the 
mighty  elephants  rocked  against  their  chains  and  trumpeted  in 
fear.  A  loathsome  hyena  laughed  as  a  maniac. 

•  Copyright,  1906,  by  The  8hortetory  Publishing  Company.  Copyright  secured  In  Great 
Britain.  All  right*  reserved. 
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It  was  a  bizarre  ensemble  we  looked  down  upon  in  the  thick 
tropical  dusk.  The  lithe,  dark-skinned  Lascars,  naked  save  for  a 
breech-cloth,  grimy  with  coal  dust  or  glistening  with  oil  from  the 
engines ;  the  huge  elephants  swaying  to  and  fro  in  the  gloom,  the 
serpent-like  trunks  ceaselessly  winnowing  wisps  of  hay  over  their 
broad  backs;  and  the  unseen  children  of  forest  and  jungle  voicing 
their  unrest.  It  was  hot  beyond  belief,  and  the  pace  of  the  ship 
fouled  the  air  with  reek  of  wild  beasts  and  the  smell  of  the  East 
from  the  Lascars’  foul  kennel  in  the  fore-peak. 

“Lascars!”  grunted  Schlieman,  gazing  enviously  at  the  half- 
dozen  naked  forms  sprawled  in  the  bows  and  sleeping  peacefully 
through  heat  and  uproar;  “I  belief  a  Lascar  could  sleep  in  hell 
and  haf  sweet  dreams.  Ham  Singh!  Ram  Singh  ho!”  he 
shouted  above  the  din  to  his  native  helper,  “  turn  a  hose  on  the 
hathis  —  elephants  —  to  make  them  cool.  So!  ” 

Gradually  the  uproar  subsided  and  gave  place  to  the  orderly, 
accustomed  noises  of  the  night  —  the  swish  of  the  oily  sea  on  the 
forefoot,  the  muffled  tramp  of  the  engines,  the  clanging  half- 
hourly  note  of  the  ship’s  bell,  and  the  monotonous  foreign  chatter 
of  the  Lascar  crew.  I  lay  watching  the  heat-lightning  play  all 
around  the  horizon,  and  must  have  been  drowsing,  for  Schlieman 's 
voice  startled  me. 

“  Last  time  I  bring  along  some  specimens  to  New  York,”  he 
said,  “  our  flag  was  flying  at  half-mast.  You  see  ?  — -  somebody  haf 
died.  Is  it  too  hot  to  listen  why  that  soul  flew  away,  or  will  I  tell 
you  a  tale  which  only  we  two  know,  Ram  Singh  and  I  ?  Listen, 
then,  my  friend. 

“When  I  was  collecting  that  time  I  travel  like  the  Wanderins 
Jew.  Gott  im  Himmel!  I  freeze  in  the  Himalayas,  and  nearlv 
lose  my  life  falling  from  the  Roof  of  the  World,  to  get  some  snow 
leopards ;  later  I  was  roast  alive  in  jungles.  All  in  the  day’s  work. 
For  a  year  I  barely  existed  —  I  was  a  pariah  dog — and  it  wa3 
good  to  come  to  Calcutta  again,  where  I  picked  up  little  Ram 
Singh.  Like  it  ?  My  friend,  so  soon  as  I  leave  the  smell  of  the 
East  behind  me  at  Port  Said,  I  do  not  live  until  it  is  in  my  nostrils 
again.  Yes;  I  come  back  always  to  answer  the  call.  Europe  and 
America  are  too  sanitary  —  too  clean. 

“  I  loaded  my  cages  and  elephants  on  a  German  freighter  at 


THE  CAB  THAT  WAITED. 


31 


beetle,  which  Peter  Ruggles  wouldn’t  have  missed  seeing  for  the 
presidency  of  a  rubber  trust.  For  Peter  Ruggles,  forty  years  of 
age,  wealthy,  eccentric,  a  bachelor  and  a  scholar,  had  one  passion 
—  beetles. 

The  friend  came,  accompanied  by  his  sister,  a  beautiful  young 
lady  with  large  gray  eyes,  and  Peter  Ruggles,  drawing  the  magni- 
fying  glass  from  his  pocket,  proceeded  to  examine  the  beetle. 

“  Where  did  you  get  it  ?  ”  was  his  first  query,  after  a  thorough 
scrutiny  of  the  precious  specimen. 

“  It  was  sent  to  me  from  Maine.”  The  friend  leaned  over  and 
spoke  in  an  undertone,  as  one  who  confides  to  another  where  vast 
treasures  are  to  be  found.  “  They  say  there  are  more  like  it  to  be 
had  down  there,  and  I’m  on  my  way  now  to  find  them.” 

Peter  Ruggles  gave  a  start,  stared  hard  at  the  beetle,  then  at 
his  friend ;  then  by  accident  his  eyes  rested  for  a  moment  on  the 
face  of  the  young  lady  with  the  large  gray  eyes,  and  arising  hastily 
he  cried :  “  Others  like  it  to  be  found  !  You  certainly  don’t  mean 
it!” 

“  I  do.” 

“  Down  in  Maine  ?  ” 

“  Down  in  Maine.” 

“  Then  I  shall  start  at  once  for  Maine  !  ” 

“  Will  you  join  us  ?  ” 

Again  by  the  merest  chance  the  eyes  of  Peter  Ruggles  rested 
on  the  face  of  the  young  lady  with  the  large  gray  eyes.  “  I  will,” 
he  said. 

The  two  men  shook  hands  over  the  compact,  and  a  few  minutes 
later  the  train  drew  out  for  “  down  East,”  carrying  Peter  Ruggles’ 
classmate,  his  classmate’s  sister,  and  Peter  Ruggles  himself,  in 
search  of  an  exceedingly  rare  variety  of  —  beetle. 

From  the  next  station  Ruggles  telegraphed  to  his  housekeeper, 
informing  her  that  he  would  be  absent  from  home  for  several  weeks, 
and  that  she  might  shut  up  house  for  the  time  being  and  go  to  her 
sister’s. 

Meantime  Jerry  waited  with  his  cab,  and  four  o’clock  passed ; 
then  five,  then  six,  and  still  he  waited.  Once  before  the  honest 
Irishman  waited  eight  mortal  hours  for  Peter  Ruggles,  while  that 
gentleman  was  detained  by  a  highly  interesting  game  of  whist, 
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and  not  willing  to  be  outdone  by  himself,  Jerry  sat  on  his  lx>x  and 
waited. 

Seven  o’clock  —  eight  —  nine  —  ten,  —  Jerry  had  got  down 
once  at  nine  and  stretched  his  legs  a  bit,  —  but  no  Peter  Kuggles. 
Eleven  —  twelve,  —  and  the  driver  still  remained  like  a  sentry  at 
his  post.  At  one  o’clock  he  left  his  cab  a  moment  to  get  a  hot 
drink  and  a  bite  of  midnight  lunch.  Then  he  returned  to  his  box 
and  waited  through  the  night,  his  horse  falling  fast  asleep  in  the 
shafts. 

“  Me  orders  are  to  wait,  an’  til’  divil  take  me  if  I  don’t  wait  to 
Doomsday!”  was  his  cheery,  if  half-sleepy,  comment  to  an  inquir¬ 
ing  fellow-cabby. 

With  the  morning  Jerry  was  rather  drowsy,  in  spite  of  the  fact 
that  he  had  snatched  several  cat-naps  dining  the  night,  and  was 
also  a  little  disgruntled  by  his  long  vigil.  He  decided  to  telephone 
the  stables.  He  did  so,  and  the  answer  came :  “  Will  send  another 
cab  to  relieve  you.  Orders  are  to  wait.” 

A  little  later  the  relief  arrived,  and  Jerry  turned  his  horse’s  head 
stableward. 

When  night  came  and  with  it  no  sign  of  Peter  Ruggles,  a  mes¬ 
senger  was  sent  to  that  gentleman’s  home  for  instructions,  to  learn 
that  the  housekeeper  had  closed  up  the  mansion  and  gone  to  her 
sister’s. 

Again  the  Bronson  Stables  referred  to  the  written  order  of  their 
patron,  and  as  it  stated  positively  that  the  cab  was  to  wait,  the  cab 
waited,  Jerry  taking  the  relief  watch  through  the  following  night 
with  the  same  cab  that  had  driven  Ruggles  to  the  North  Station. 

Another  day  passed  and  no  Peter  Ruggles  appeared ;  then 
another ;  then  still  another,  the  two  cabs  and  their  drivers  waiting 
in  turn.  Then  a  week  passed  —  two  weeks  —  three  weeks  —  one 
month !  At  the  end  of  the  month  a  bill  for  thirty-one  days  and 
nights  of  cab  hire  was  filed  against  Peter  Ruggles,  less  ten  per 
cent,  discount  for  monthly  service. 

Down  in  Maine,  Peter  Ruggles,  his  old  classmate,  and  a  certain 
young  lady  with  large  gray  eyes,  were  engaged  in  hunting  for  an 
exceedingly  rare  specimen  of  —  beetle  —  and  another  month  of 
delightful  spring  weather  passed  quickly  by.  Meantime  Jerry 
and  his  relief,  as  well  as  the  two  cab  horses,  had  fallen  quite  in 
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love  with  their  peaceful  aud  meditative  occupation  of  waiting,  and, 
in  the  beautiful  line  of  Milton,  they  felt  how  true  it  is  that  “  they 
also  serve  who  only  stand  — or  sit  —  and  wait.” 

The  first  of  July  came,  and  still  the  cabs  waited  in  their  turn  — 
how  many  stables  could  be  depended  upon  to  serve  their  customers 
so  faithfully  ? — then  came  the  glorious  Fourth,  when  Jerry’s 
horse  attempted  for  the  first  time  to  run  away. 

What  if  he  should  not  be  waiting  when  Peter  Ruggles  returned ! 
Jerry  gasped  at  the  thought.  Then  week  succeeded  week,  until 
the  thirty-first  of  July  had  passed,  when  a  third  monthly  bill  for 
cab  service  was  charged  to  the  account  of  Peter  Ruggles. 

On  the  morning  of  the  second  of  August,  as  Jerry  nodded 
peacefully  on  his  box,  a  gentleman  leading  a  lady  by  the  arm  came 
towards  him  from  one  of  the  doors  of  the  North  Station.  In  a 
moment  the  man  on  the  box  was  all  alert.  He  leapt  down  from 
his  seat  and  opened  the  cab  door,  and  Ruggles  —  for  the  gentle¬ 
man  was  none  other  than  Peter  Ruggles  —  came  forward  and, 
hailing  Jerry  as  if  he  had  been  gone  scarcely  ten  minutes  instead 
of  three  long  months,  gently  deposited  the  lady  in  the  cab.  Then, 
entering  the  veliicle  himself,  holding  in  one  hand  a  hox  which  no 
doubt  contained  specimens  of  certain  exceedingly  rare  1  tee  ties, 
Peter  Ruggles  thrust  out  his  head  with  the  brief  direction, 
“  Home,  Jerry.” 

“  Yis,  sor ;  home !  ”  Jerry  climbed  upon  his  box  and,  clacking 
his  whip  loudly,  drove  down  the  street. 

The  next  morning  at  breakfast  Ruggles  found  a  bill  lieside  his 
plate.  It  read  as  follows : 

Peter  Ruogles,  Esq. 

To  Bronson  Stables,  Dr. 

For  cab  service  from  three  r.  m.  May  1st,  1905, 
to  nine  A.  m.  August  2d,  1905 

92  clays  0  hours;  at  $10  per  day  $925.00 

93  nights;  at  $12  per  night  ....  1,1 16,00 

$2,041.00 

Less  10%  monthly  disc’t  ....  204.10 

$1,836.90 

Ruggles  studied  the  bill  awhile,  then  wrote  across  its  face : 
“  Mistake.  Have  been  away  from  home  three  months." 
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He  rang  for  the  butler,  and  gave  him  the  bill.  “  Thompson, 
take  this  to  the  Bronson  Stables.” 

The  following  morning  Ruggles  again  found  the  bill  beside  his 
plate.  It  was  accompanied  this  time  by  a  brief  note,  which  read  : 

Peter  Ruggles,  Esq. 

Dear  Sir:  —  We  quote  your  order  of  May  1st  — 

“  Send  Jerry  with  cab  to  my  house  to  take  me  to  the 
North  Station  to  see  a  friend  off,  and  wait  till  I  return.” 

Jerry  and  the  cab  waited. 

Respectfully, 

The  Bronson  Stables.  • 

Ruggles’  hand  went  to  his  vest  pocket.  “  Ah !  ”  he  exclaimed. 
“So  Jerry  and  the  cab  waited!  Very  well.”  He  took  out  a 
pencil  and  O.  K.’d  the  bill.  Then,  addressing  the  young  lady  with 
large  gray  eyes,  who  was  seated  opposite  him,  he  said : 

“  Dearest,  I  only  wish  this  bill  were  larger,  for  then  our  honey¬ 
moon  would  have  been  longer !  ” 


Timbrell's  Skezooks.* 


BY  FRANK  H.  SWEET. 


IMBRELL  had  l>een  riding  hard  for  twelve  hours, 
the  first  eight  of  which  were  spent  mostly  in 
looking  back  over  his  shoulders.  But  no  one 
had  appeared  in  sight,  and  gradually  the  hunted 
look  was  leaving  his  face.  Two  hours  ahead 
were  the  hills,  and  once  in  their  fastnesses  he 
could  defy  the  most  desperate  of  pursuits. 

His  horse  was  swaying  dizzily  with  exhaustion  and  fear;  there 
were  lines  of  dried  blood  below  where  the  spurs  had  gored  deep 
into  the  flesh,  and  patches  of  blood  were  about  the  horse’s  mouth 
and  over  the  shoulders  which  the  whip  had  cut  into  ridges. 

As  he  looked  down  upon  them,  and  felt  the  horse  sway  beneath 
him,  Timbrell  scowled,  which  made  him  look  peculiarly  ferocious. 
Smiles  and  scowls  were  alike  to  Timbrell.  There  were  many 
scars  upon  his  face,  and  the  wrinkling  of  it  twisted  them  into 
hideous  contortions.  And  if  one  could  have  looked  at  his  body 
there  would  have  been  found  many,  many  other  scars,  all  of  which 
had  been  won  in  desperate  resistance  of  the  law,  or  in  acts  that 
called  for  the  interference  of  the  law.  These  scars  were  his  glory 
and  the  law  his  scorn. 

Presently  he  allowed  the  horse  to  slow  down  to  a  walk,  then 
slipped  from  the  saddle  and  moved  along  beside  it,  his  hand  upon 
the  pommel.  It  was  not  out  of  consideration  for  the  horse,  but 
because  the  animal  was  indispensable  to  his  own  safety.  But  the 
horse  did  not  know  this,  and  at  the  sudden  relief  it  turned  its 
head  back  with  a  low  whinny  of  gratitude. 

The  prairie  was  rolling  here,  with  straggling  bunches  of  sage 
grass  and  now  and  then  a  stunted  tree  or  cluster  of  bushes,  the 
outposts  of  the  hill  forests  beyond.  As  he  came  to  the  top  of  one 
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“  Oh,  I  reckon  ye  ain't  so  bad’s  that,”  grunted  Timbrell,  depre- 
catiugly.  He  had  little  knowledge  of  women  and  less  of  babies. 
The  scowl  on  his  face  made  him  hideous.  Hut  the  woman  did  not 
notice  that.  He  was  a  human  being  in  a  desolation  when  she 
thought  she  was  dying  alone  and  leaving  her  little  one  helpless. 
Already  the  indications  of  the  end  were  glazing  her  eyes. 
Timbrell  had  lived  with  death  and  knew  the  signs.  With  a  man 
he  would  have  said  so  brutally ;  but  a  woman  was  an  unknown 
element  in  his  experience,  and  he  temporized,  embarrassed  : 

“  Ye’re  plumb  worn  out,”  he  said,  gruffly.  “All  ye  need’s  rest-  • 
in’  up.  I’ll  start  a  fire  an’  cook  some  grub,  an’  then  ye  c’n  start 
for  Peco  freshened  up.” 

“  No,  no,”  the  woman  protested,  raising  herself  to  an  elbow  by 
a  supreme  effort.  “  I  must  start  at  once,  before  it’s  too  late.  My 
baby’s  only  four  months  old,  an’  must  have  somebody  to  look  out 
for  him.” 

“  Got  friends  to  Peco  V  ” 

“  No  ;  but  some  woman  ’ll  be  willin’  to  take  him.  I  —  I  went 
out  to  the  hill  woods  to  look  for  my  husband.  Nobody ’d  tell  me 
’bout  him,  except  he  was  gone.  Will  wa’n’t  a  real  bad  man,  an’ 

I  know  he’d  never  leave  me  of  his  own  self.  I — I  —  ”  Her 
elbow  gave  way  and  she  sank  back  upon  the  ground,  gasping. 

“  Did  ye  find  him  ?  ”  gently. 

A  convulsive  shudder  went  through  the  woman’s  frame.  “  He’s 

—  dead,”  she  said,  drearily.  “  I  found  they’d  gone  after  him,  an’ 

—  an’  it’s  on  a  tree  out  yonder  - —  lie’s  dead.  I’d  like  to  be  dead,  too, 
only  for  the  baby.”  Again  she  tried  to  rise,  but  sank  back.  “  I 

—  I’m  afraid  it’s  too  late  now,”  she  moaned.  “I’m  gettin’ 
weaker.  You’ll  have  to  take  —  the — baby — for  —  me — to  — 
Peco  —  ”  She  stopped,  and  he  bent  over  her  quickly.  The 
woman  was  beyond  any  more  trouble,  but  the  baby  was  lying  on 
the  ground  throwing  its  little  arms  into  the  air,  its  blue  eyes  fixed 
inquiringly  upon  the  blue  of  the  sky  above.  Timbrell  rose  to  his 
feet  and  gazed  down  at  them.  Peco  was  the  place  he  had  left, 
toward  which  he  had  gazed  back  over  his  shoulder. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  — damned,”  he  said,  earnestly. 

After  a  few  minutes  he  went  to  the  woman’s  horse  and  looked 
it  over  approvingly.  It  was  a  superb  animal,  and  as  he  threw 
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himself  into  the  saddle  the  contortions  on  his  face  were  made  by 
a  grin  instead  of  a  scowl.  But  as  lie  reached  out  to  grasp  the 
bridle  of  his  own  horse  the  face  of  the  woman  on  the  ground 
came  beneath  his  gaze,  and  with  angry  impatience  he  slid  from  the 
saddle  and  began  to  dig  a  hole  with  his  knife.  A  man  would  not 
have  mattered,  but  he  could  not  leave  a  woman  lying  on  the 
ground  like  that. 

When  the  hole  was  made  and  the  woman  laid  in  it,  he  glanced 
again  toward  the  baby.  But  though  there  were  few  things  that 
Timbrell  would  hesitate  to  do,  burying  a  live  baby  was  one  of 
them,  and  he  hastily  filled  in  the  grave  and  then  threw  himself 
into  the  saddle  and  rode  away. 

But  at  the  end  of  a  dozen  yards  there  came  a  queer  sound  to 
him,  such  as  he  had  never  heard  before  in  his  life,  and  he  turned 
in  his  saddle  and  then  swerved  the  horse  and  rode  back.  The 
baby  had  grown  weary  of  gazing  at  the  sky  and  was  now  calling 
in  eager,  imperious  little  notes  for  human  companionship.  It  was 
not  a  cry  or  whine,  but  an  order  which  the  notes  indicated  a  full 
confidence  in  being  obeyed.  Timbrell  looked  down  and  listened 
for  some  moments,  then  swung  his  body  low,  caught  the  baby  up 
in  his  arms  and  went  dashing  at  full  speed  toward  the  hills.  And 
the  baby,  as  though  enjoying  the  motion  and  the  companionship, 
looked  up  into  his  face  and  crowed  unqualified  approval.  Pres¬ 
ently  one  of  its  tiny  hands  came  in  contact  with  a  big  finger  and 
closed  about  it  tightly.  It  was  a  finger  of  the  hand  which  held 
the  reins,  but  Timbrell  shifted  the  reins  to  the  other.  “  I’ll  be  — 
damned,”  he  said.  But  he  said  it  softly,  under  his  breath. 

In  the  edge  of  the  hills  he  stopped  to  get  supper.  The  l»aby 
was  crying  now,  not  fretfully,  but  sharply,  demanding  to  be  fed. 
Timbrell  had  laid  him  down  on  the  leaves,  and  several  times  wliile 
building  the  fire  and  preparing  supper  he  turned  and  regarded  him 
perplexedly.  He  was  uncertain  about  his  disposal,  and  had  picked 
him  up  on  impulse  and  with  an  idea  of  finding  some  more  con¬ 
venient  way  of  getting  rid  of  him.  Assisting  a  man  to  die  was 
one  thing,  assisting  a  helpless  baby  was  something  altogether 
different.  There  had  been  a  lurking  impression  in  his  mind  that 
a  baby  would  die  within  a  few  hours,  away  from  its  mother,  which 
would  have  solved  the  whole  difficulty.  But  this  vociferous  mite 
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seemed  to  be  very  far  from  dying,  and  somehow  Timbrell  felt  a 
good  deal  of  respect  for  him  for  his  obstinacy.  Of  course,  he 
must  be  fed. 

Timbrell  bent  down  and  peered  into  the  widely  opened  mouth. 

“  No  teeth,”  he  muttered,  disappointedly,  “  so,  of  course,  he  can’t 
chaw  on  beef,  an’  I  don’t  reckon  tobacco  or  whiskey  would  ease  his 
mind  any;  he’s  too  little.  Dough  biead’s  what  he  needs,  likely.” 

He  went  to  his  pack  and  took  from  it  several  pieces  of  hard 
bread  which  he  had  brought  from  Peco.  A  bit  of  this  was  crum¬ 
bled  into  some  water  in  a  tin  cup  and  stirred  with  his  finger  until 
it  was  thoroughly  soaked  and  soft.  This  he  took  to  the  baby. 

“  Now,  how  am  I  goin’  to  feed  him  ?  ”  he  wondered.  “  I  s’pose 
babies  gener’ly  have  spoons  an’  things  for  their  housekeepin’,  an’ 
of  course  I  can’t  pour  this  stuff  into  that  pin-point  of  a  mouth 
without  chokin’  him.  Let’s  see.” 

He  reached  down  and  cut  a  generous  piece  from  the  leg  of  one 
of  his  heavy  boots.  This  he  twisted  into  a  cone,  with  one  end 
very  small,  and  fastened  the  overlapping  edges  with  thorns. 
Then,  awkwardly,  he  raised  the  baby  upon  his  lap,  poured  the 
contents  of  the  tin  cup  into  the  cone,  and  dropped  the  small  end 
into  the  open  mouth. 

Perhaps  the  baby  had  an  iron-clad  stomach,  perhaps  he  was  very 
near  to  starving ;  possibly,  for  some  unknown  physiological  reason, 
the  food  exactly  agreed  with  him.  At  any  rate,  he  ate  it  eagerly, 
to  the  last  drop,  and  when  the  cone  was  empty  he  rubbed  his 
hands  together  and  crowed  gleefully  into  the  face  of  his  grinning 
nurse,  evidently  taking  the  hideous  contortions  of  the  countenance 
above  him  for  something  arranged  especially  to  amuse  him.  Tim¬ 
brell  forgot  his  own  supper  in  watching,  and  when,  after  ten 
minutes  of  playing,  the  baby  yawned  and  stretched  sleepily  and 
then  snuggled  its  head  in  under  his  coat  for  a  nap,  he  gave  utter¬ 
ance  to  his  favorite  expression,  “  Well,  I'll  be  damned !  ” 


The  last  affair  at  Peco  called  for  a  long  retirement  from  public 
notice ;  but  in  less  than  three  months  a  cattleman,  whose  ranch 
was  near  the  hilLs,  brought  a  note  to  the  sheriff  of  Peco,  which 
he  had  found  fastened  to  the  neck  of  one  of  his  cattle,  with  a 
gold  nugget  for  special  delivery.  The  note  read : 
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Tim  HRF.I.L. 


The  sheriff  of  Peco  read  this  note  thoughtfully,  and  then  took 
it  to  the  bank  and  the  jewelry  store  and  some  other  places.  The 
result  of  the  conferences  was  a  note  which  was  sent  and  fastened 
to  the  big  tree  by  a  special  messenger,  and  which  Timbrell  was 
examining  almost  before  the  messenger  was  out  of  sight. 

An  hour  later  Timbrell  was  on  his  way  back,  with  his  baby  and 
the  two  homes. 
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Re-building  a  Brain 


Can  only  be  done  by  Food  which  contains  Phosphate  of  Potash 
and  Albumen. 

That  is  nature’s  way  and  the  only  way. 

That  is  the  Mission  of 

Grape-Nuts 

Note  the  users  of  Grape-Nuts.  They  are  brainy,  nervy, 
clever  people.  Keen  brains  make  money,  fame  and  success. 

Brains  must  be  fed. 

POSTUM  CEREAL  CO.,  I.td. 

Battle  Creek,  Mich.,  U.S.A. 
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QUILTED 

MATTRESS 

PADS 


MONEY  spent  wisely  means 
comfort  and  pleasure  to 
the  spender.  You  go  to  bed  to 
rest.  Quilted  Mattress  Pads  will 
make  your  bed  comfortable  as 
well  as  keep  yours  and  baby’s  bed 
in  a  perfect  sanitary  condition. 

The  cost  is  small  —  and  when 
washed  they  are  as  good  as  new. 

Ask  your  Dry  Goods 
Dealer 

Excelsior  Quilting  Co. 

IS  Laight  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y. 


Hotel  Belleclaire 


Broadway  and  77th  Street, 
New  vorh. 


Restaurant 
a  Feature. 
Exquisite 
Palm  Room. 
Art  Nouveau 
Cafe. 
Royal 
Hungarian 
Orchestra. 


Worl-  _ — . ...»  _ 

bath,  beautifully  furnished,  suitable  for  ti 
people,  $60  per  month. 

TRANSIENT  RATES: 

One  Room,  with  bath . . . $1.50  per  day 

Parlor,  Bedroom,  with  bath,  |3  and  $5  per  day 
Parlor,  a  Bedrooms,  with  bath,  $5  and  f7  per  d 
Every  improvement  known  to  modern 


Write  for  our  magazine,  "The  Hotel  Belle¬ 
claire  World." 

MILTON  ROBLEE,  Proprietor. 


Stereopticons, Slides  and  Moving  Pictures 


williams’  1 


ussaes&i 

lARLE,  Dept.  18,  1 


for  Secret  Societies.  Send 
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Cook’s 

Malto-Rice 

A  Pure,  Ready-to-eat  Rice,  Malted 

|£^jrcontains  more 
'  '  nutriment  and  sup¬ 
plies  more  energy  to  the  hu¬ 
man  body  than  anything  that 
grows  out  of  the  ground,  and 
is  the  easiest  food  to  digest. 

jH^j^'j'as  a  marvelously 
'"=  beneficial  stimu¬ 
lant  and  tonic,  man  had 
known  for  centuries,  but  only 
yesterday  did  he  learn  to 
combine  it  to  the  greatest 
advantage  with  his  food. 

COOK’S  MALTO-RICE  IS  A  PERFECT  BLENDING 
OF  MALT  AND  RICE. 

Thoroughly  cooked,  ready  to  serve  from  package  to  dish. 
EVERY  PACKAGE  OF  MALTO-RICE  IS  STERILIZED. 
It’s  pure,  free  from  “lumps,”  germs,  and  will  keep. 


AsK  your  grocer  to-day  for  a  package  of 

COOK’S  MALTO-RICE 
15  Cents 
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MENNENiS 


TOILET  fik  POWDER 


ON  FREE  TRIAL 


A  Kalamazoo 


Direct  to  You 


:  from  20% 
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THE  CREST  TRADING  C0..77A  Wilmart  Bite,  N 


COLLECT  STAMPS  FOR  AECSEEIST!  Ills  LIU 

50  “ oSS” Stamps 8,!ST  F rcc 

EEw'sEOLAiD  8TA*P°(:0„’  ON  BK0MFIK1.D  8T.,  BOi 


KISSING 


The  Curiosities  of  Kissing 

oautlfull  y  Illustrated 


REPRESENTATIVES 

WANTED 

MEN  WHO  CAN  EARN  FROM 

$3,000  to  $10,000  A  YEAR. 

We  are  fiuauctng  one  of  the  greatest  and  r 


A.  L.  WISNER  &  CO.,  BANKERS, 

32  Broadway,  New  York. 


PRUDENTIAL’S 
Fine  Showing 

Examination  Before  Arm¬ 
strong  Committee  Did 
Not  Hurt  Newark’s 
Big  Insurance 
Company. 

The  annual  financial  statement  of 
the  Prudential  Insurance  Company 
has  just  been  issued  and  shows  the 
corporation  to  be  stronger  than  ever. 
The  total  insurance  now  in  force, 
according  to  the  report,  is  $1,170, 000, 000, 
a  net  gain  over  1904  of  $113,000,000. 

This  net  gain  places  The  Prudential 
among  the  first  insurance  companies  of 
the  World  in  the  amount  of  insurance 
gained  in  1905.  The  Prudential  con¬ 
fines  its  business  to  this  country. 

The  total  number  of  policies  issued 
and  revived  during  the  year  was  1,672,- 
570,  making  the  total  number  in  force, 
6,490,515. 

The  net  assets  of  the  company  aggre¬ 
gate  $107,000,000,  while  the  total  liabili¬ 
ties  are  $91,000,000,  leaving  a  surplus 
of  $16,000,000.  The  company  increased 
its  surplus  during  1905  by  over  $2,750,- 
000.  The  legal  and  special  reserve  to 
protect  policyholders  totals  $88,000,000, 
an  increase  over  1904,  of  $14,000,000. 

During  1905  the  company  paid  out  to 
policyholders  $14,000,000,  making  the 
total  sum  paid  to  policyholders  since 
the  organization  of  the  company, 
including  death  claims,  dividends,  and 
matured  endowments,  $107,000,000. 

Reference  is  made  to  the  decrease  in 
the  expense  rate,  amounting  to  about 
two  per  cent,  of  the  premium  income. 
President  John  F.  Dryden,  in  submit¬ 
ting  the  report  to  the  Prudential  field 
staff,  says  that  the  voluntary  testimony 
of  the  Company’s  officers  before  the 
Armstrong  Committee  resulted  in  a 
strengthened  confidence  on  the  part 
of  the  public  and  policyholders  in  the 
Prudential. 
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Satisfactory  Progress  in 
Our  Kornit  Factory 

Every  Department  Being  Rushed  to  Its  Fullest 
Capacity 

I  am  pleased  to  be  In  a  position  to 
state  to  you  that  KORNIT  will, 
within  a  few  weeks,  be  manu¬ 
factured  for  the  first  time  In  the 
United  States  at  OUR  FAC¬ 
TORY,  Newark  ^Belleville  Sta¬ 
tion),  New  Jersey. 

When  this  transpires  I  firmly  believe  it  will 
mark  one  oi  the  molt  important  epochs  that 
has  occurred  in  the  manufacturing  world  for 
many  years  and  also  one  that  will  not  be  ex¬ 
celled  in  the  near  future.  Everything  possible 
is  being  done  to  rush  our  factory  to  a  speedy 
completion.  Out  fartory  manager  told  me 
yesterday  that  inside  of  three  weeks  they  would 
be  grinding  Hom  Meal,  which  is  the  first  step 
in  producing  KORNIT.  Then  just  as  soon  as 
our  huge  Hydraulic  Presses  are  finished  and  put ' 
in  place  we  shall  be  in  a  position  to  produce 
KORNIT  complete.  All  our  other  machinery 
will  be  in  working  order  by  that  time.  Different 
machines  are  arriving  and  being  set  up  everyday. 

BIG  PROFITS  MAKE 
BIG  DIVIDENDS 

The  Kornit  Manufacturing  Company  is 
receiving  letters  and  calls  by  almoft  every  mail 
from  different  manufacturers  who  wish  to  buy 
KORNIT  to  use  in  their  business.  One 
rubber  manufaOurer  in  Newark,  where  our 
factory  is  situated,  told  Mr.  Emanuel,  our 
factory  manager,  the  other  day,  that  he  was 
just  as  anxious  as  we  were  to  have  the  time 
come  when  we  could  sell  him  Kornit,  for  it 
would  save  him  many  thousands  of  dollars 
every  year  by  using  Komit  instead  of  hard 
rubber.  I  feel  assured  that  we  will  have  a 
market  for  Kornit  just  as  soon  as  it  is  pro¬ 
duced.  Here  is  indeed  what  1  consider  one 
of  the  best  opportunities  to  make  an  invest¬ 
ment,  which  will  pay  enormous  dividends, 
that  will  ever  be  presented  to  you. 

THE  STORY  OF 
KORNIT 

By  President  Chas.  E.  Ellis 

ORNIT  was  invented  by  Johann 
Gustav  Bierich,  a  subject  of  the 
Czar  of  Russia,  residing  at  Menkenhof, 
near  Lievenhof,  Russia,  and  is  a  Homoge¬ 
neous  Horn  or  Hoof  substance.  Komit  is 
produced  by  grinding  horn  and  hoof  shav¬ 
ings  and  waste  into  a  palpable  powder  and 
then  pressing  under  heavy  hydraulic  pres¬ 
sure  with  heat  into  a  homogeneous  slab. 
This  slab  produces  a  substance  which  can 
be  sawed  or  turned  the  same  as  ordinary 
wood.  It  is  of  a  beautiful  black  consistency 
and  Is  Extremely  Valuable  as  a  Non- 
Conductor  for  Electrical  Supplies. 
It  is  a  matter  of  record  that  the  electrical  in¬ 


dustry  in  this  country  At  This  Time  Does 
N  ot  H  ave  a  satisfactory  material  for  heavy 
or  high  insulating  purposes.  A  slab  of 
Komit  one  inch  thick  was  tested  in  Trenton, 
New  Jersey,  by  the  Imperial  Porcelain 
Works  and  was  Found  to  Have  Resisted 
96,000  Volts  of  Electricity.  It  may 
be  interesting  to  note  here  that  the  heaviest 
voltage  which  is  transmitted  in  this  country 
is  between  Niagara,  Buffalo  and  Lockport, 
New  York.  The  voltage  transmitted  by 
this  company  is  between  40,000  and  50,000 
volts.  Komit  is  equally  as  good  as  a  non¬ 
conductor  for  electrical  purposes  and  sup¬ 
plies  as  is  hard  rubber. 

The  average  price  of  hard  vulcanized 
rubber  for  electrical  purposes  is  to-day  con¬ 
siderably  over  one  dollar  per  pound  —  at 
the  present  writing  something  like  $1.25 
per  pound. 

Kornit  can  be  sold  at  Twenty-five 
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Cents  per  Pound,  and  an  enormous 
profit  can  be  made  at  this  price,  so  that  it 
Can  Easily  be  Seen  that  where  Kornit 
is  Equally  as  Good,  and  as  a  Matter 
of  Fact,  in  many  instances,  a  Better 
non-conductor  than  hard  rubber,  it  can 
compete  in  every  case  where  it  can  be  used 
with  great  success  on  account  of  its  price. 
For  electrical  panel  boards,  switchboards, 
fuse  boxes,  cut-outs,  etc.,  there  are  other 
materials  used,  such  as  vulcanized  paper 
fibre,  slate,  marble,  etc.  A  piece  of  vul¬ 
canized  paper  fibre,  3x4x1  inch,  in  lots  of 
1,000,  brings  zo  cents  per  piece.  A  piece 
of  Kornit  of  the  Same  Dimensions  could 
be  sold  with  the  Enormous  Profit  of 
over  i 00  per  cent,  at  ten  cents.  The 
absorptive  qualities  of  Kornit  render  it 
such  that  it  is  Far  Preferable  to  that 
of  vulcanized  fibre.  It  will  not  maintain 


VENTOR  OF  KORNIT,  IN  HIS  SUMMER 
GARDEN  AT  MENKENHOF,  RUSSIA 

a  flame.  Of  all  the  materials  which  are 
now  in  the  electrical  market  for  supplies 
and  insulators  there  is,  as  we  have  stated 
above,  none  that  are  satisfactory.  Kornit 
will  fill  this  place.  Its  tensile  strength  per 
square  inch  averages  from  1,358  pounds  to 


1,81 1  pounds,  which  the  reader  can  readily 
see  Is  More  Than  Satisfactory.  This 
test  was  made  by  a  well-known  electrical 
engineer,  who  is  now  acting  in  that  capacity 
for  the  United  States  Government  with  a 
Standard  Riehle  Bros,  testing  machine. 

Waste  horn  and  whole  hoofs  are  being 
sold  by  the  ton  to-day  principally  only  for 
fertilizing  purposes.  There  is  one  town 
alone,  Leominster,  Mass.,  where  they  have 
an  average  of  eight  tons  of  horn  shavings 
every  day.  These  waste  horn  shavings 
are  now  only  being  sold  for  fertilizing 
material.  These  eight  tons  of  horn  shav¬ 
ings  manufactured  into  Kornit  and  sold 
for  electrical  purposes  would  easily  bring 
$3,000.  At  this  price  it  would  be  selling 
for  less  than  one-fifth  of  what  hard  rubber 
would  cost,  and  about  one-half  what  other 
competitive  materials  would  sell  for,  even 
though  they  would  not  be  as  satisfactory 
as  Kornit. 

Kornit  has  been  in  use  in  Russia  about 
four  years.  In  Riga,  Russia,  which  is  the 
largest  seaport  town  of  Western  Russia, 
the  Electrical  Unions  there  are  using  Kor¬ 
nit  with  the  greatest  satisfaction,  finding  it 
preferable  to  any  other  insulating  material. 

The  expense  of  manufacturing  Kornit 
from  the  horn  shavings  is  not  large,  as  the 
patentee,  Mr.  Bierich,  has  invented  an 
economical  and  satisfactory  process  which 
produces  an  article  that,  in  the  near  future, 
will  be  used  in  the  construction  of  almost 
every  building  in  this  country. 

Besides  electrical  insulators,  Kornit  can 
be  used  for  the  manufacturing  of  furniture, 
buttons,  door  handles,  umbrella,  cane, knife 
and  fork  handles,  brush  and  sword  handles, 
revolver  handles,  mirror  backs,  picture 
frames,  toilet  accessories,  such  as  fancy 
glove  boxes,  jewel  cases,  glove  stretchers, 
shoe  lifts,  etc.;  office  utensils,  such  as 
paper  knife  and  pen  holders,  ink  stands, 
pen  racks;  medical  instruments,  such  as 
syringes,  ear  trumpets,  etc.,  etc. ;  pieces  for 
games,  such  as  draughts,  chessmen,  domi¬ 
noes,  checkers,  counters,  chips,  cribbage 
boards,  etc. ;  telephone  ear  pieces,  stands, 
etc.;  piano  keys,  typewriter  keys,  adding  ma¬ 
chine  and  cash  register  keys,  tea  trays,  ash 
trays,  scoops,  mustard  and  other  spoons, 
salad  sets,  cigar  and  cigarette  cases,  cigar 
and  cigarette  holders,  match  boxes,  and 
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hundreds  of  other  useful  and  ornamental 
articles,  all  at  a  large  and  remunerative 
prefit. 

THE  GREAT  DEMAND  FOR 
KORNIT  IN  THIS 
COUNTRY 

THERE  is  one  manufacturer  alone 
here  in  New  York  that  uses  60,000 
square  feet  of  insulating  material  for 
panel  boards  every  year.  He  is  now  using 
slate  and  marble,  but  It  is  Not  Satisfac¬ 
tory,  for  the  reason  that  in  boring  and 
transportation  It  Breaks  so  Easily. 


those  in  charge  can  turn  certain  lights  on 
or  off,  and  by  these  panel  boards  all  the 
electrical  power  in  the  building  is  con¬ 
trolled.  They  must  be  of  a  reliable  non¬ 
conducting  material.  Kornit  can  be  used 
for  this  purpose  almost  exclusively.  The 
largest  electrical  manufacturing  concerns 
in  Riga,  Russia,  are  Using  Kornit  Only 
for  this  Purpose,  after  having  tried  all 
other  so-called  non-conducting  composi¬ 
tions.  The  electrical  trades  alone  can  con¬ 
sume  a  great  many  tons  of  Kornit  every 
day  in  the  year.  If  only  two  tons  of  Kor¬ 
nit  is  manufactured  and  sold  every  working 
day  in  the  year  it  will  Enable  the  Kor¬ 
nit  Manufacturing  Company  to  Pay 


KORNIT  FACTORY,  NEWARK,  N.  J.  (BELLEVILLE  STATION) 


Kornit  will  Answer  the  Purpose  of 
Manufacturing  Panel  Boards  Very 
Much  More  Satisfactorily.  On  60,000 
square  feet  of  Kornit  there  would  be  a  net 
profit  of  over  #30,900,  or  50  cents  for  every 
square  foot  used.  This  One  Example  is 
cited  to  show  you  The  Enormous  Profits 
which  can  be  made.  There  are  a  great 
many  other  panel  and  switchboard  manu¬ 
facturers  in  this  country.  You  may  be 
interested  to  know  that  a  panel  board  is  a 
small  switchboard.  There  is  one  or  more 
on  every  floor  of  all  large  buildings  where 
electricity  is  used.  They  each  have  a  num¬ 
ber  of  switches  mounted  on  them,  so  that 


16  Per  Cent.  Dividends  Every  Year. 
Of  course,  if  four  tons  a  day  are  sold  the  div¬ 
idends  would  be  32  per  cent,  per  year. 
This  is  Not  Improbable.  An  Expert 
Electrical  Engineer  who  holds  one  of 
the  most  responsible  positions  here  in  New 
York  City  made  the  statement,  after  thor¬ 
oughly  examining  and  testing  Kornit  for 
electrical  purposes,  that  in  his  most  con¬ 
servative  estimation  there  can  be  ten  tons 
of  manufactured  Kornit  sold  every  working 
day  in  the  first  year.  This  would  mean 
that  the  Kornit  Manufacturing  Company 
would  pay  a  dividend  out  of  its  earnings 
the  first  year  of  over  seventy-five  per  cent. 
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(75%  )•  This  is  probably  more  than  will  be 
paid  the  first  year,  but  there  certainly  seems 
to  be  a  good  prospect  of  paying  a  large  divi¬ 
dend  the  first  year. 

There  will  be  Such  an  Enormous 
Demand  for  Kornit  after  it  Becomes 
Introduced  that  from  Year  to  Year 
the  Dividends  Earned  will  Become 
Larger  and  Larger.  This  is  the 
Best  Opportunity  to  Make  an  In¬ 
vestment  That  You  Have  Ever  Had. 

It  is  a  well-known  fact  that  The  Most 
Legitimate  and  Profitable  way  to 
Make  Money  is  by  manufacturing  some 
product  that  is  “Necessary”  and  One 
That  Can  be  Fully  Controlled  so 
that  nobody  else  can  manufacture  the 
same  article.  Look  at  Sugar  (which  is 
protected  by  a  high  tariff);  at  Standard 
Oil,  the  Telephone,  the  Telegraph,  and  we 
might  go  on  and  enumerate  many  more 
monopolies.  They  are  the  Big  Money 
Makers  of  To-day.  Kornit  Cannot 
be  Manufactured  by  Anybody  in 
this  Country  Except  Ourselves  or 
Our  Agents.  We  own  all  the  patents 
issued  by  the  United  States  Govern¬ 
ment  to  the  inventor,  Mr.  Johann  Gus¬ 
tav  Bi erich,  in  Russia.  These  patents 
Have  Been  Bought  from  Mr.  Bierich 
and  are  Duly  Transferred  to  the 
Kornit  Manufacturing  Company,  and 
the  same  is  Duly  Recorded  in  the 
Patent  Office  of  the  United 
States.  * 

OUR  FACTORY 

/""VUR  Factory  is  located  in  Newark 
^  (Belleville  Station),  N.  J.,  and  will 
be  in  complete  working  order  within  a  few 
weeks.  And  Kornit  will  then  be  a  well- 
known  AND  UNIVERSALLY  USED  ARTI¬ 
CLE  IN  THE  ELECTRICAL  AND  OTHER 


TRADES  OF  THIS  COUNTRY,  EARNING  AND 
PAYING  LARGE  AND  SATISFACTORY  DIVI¬ 
DENDS  EACH  AND  EVERY  SIX  MONTHS.  A 
few  shares  obtained  now  may  be  the  foun¬ 
dation  for  a  fortune  or  the  much  desired 
income  for  support  in  the  unknown  years 
that  are  to  come.  We  leave  it  to  you  if  it 
would  not  seem  good  judgment  to  take 
immediate  advantage  of  this  opportunity. 
Anyway,  please  write  me  at  once  and  let 
me  know  just  what  you  will  do.  If  it  is 
not  possible  for  you  to  take  shares  now. 
write  and  tell  me  how  many  you  would  like 
and  how  soon  it  will  be  convenient  for  you 
to  do  so,  provided  I  will  reserve  them  for 
you.  As  soon  as  I  receive  your  letter  I 
will  answer  it  with  a  personal  letter 

AND  WILL  ARRANGE  MATTERS  AS  YOU 
WISH  TO  THE  BEST  OF  MY  ABILITY. 

Remember,  I  have  a  great  many 

THOUSAND  DOLLARS  INVESTED  IN  THE 

Kornit  Manufacturing  Company,  and 
the  minute  you  buy  a  share  or  more  in  this 
Company  we  become  co-partners  as  co- 
shareholders.  It  is  for  our  mutual  bene¬ 
fit  to  watch  and  guard  each  other’s  inter¬ 
ests.  I  will  be  grateful  if  you  will 
write  ME  TO-DAY,  so  that  I  may  know 
just  what  you  will  do. 

I  know  you  will  agree  with  me  that  you 
have  never  had  presented  to  your  notice  a 
better  opportunity  to  make  an  investment 
where  such  large  profits  can  be  made 
because  of  the  exclusiveness  of  control, 
and  the  great  demand,  and  the  low  cost 
of  the  raw  material,  which  is  now  almost 
practically  thrown  away.  Join  me  in  this 
investment,  and  I  assure  you  it  is  my  sin¬ 
cere  belief  that  in  the  future  you  will  say : 
“  That  is  the  day  I  made  the  most  success¬ 
ful  move  in  my  whole  life.” 

Now  is  the  time  for  you  to  take  advan¬ 
tage  of  this  magnificent  opportunity  to 
make  an  investment  in  these  shares.  I 
earnestly  believe  that  in  a  few  years 
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THESE  SHARES  WILL  BE  WORTH  FROM 
FIFTY  DOLLARS  TO  ONE  HUNDRED 
dollars  each  on  account  of  the  large 
dividends  which  the  company  will  earn 
and  regularly  pay  each  and  every  six 
months.  It  is  a  well-known  fact  that 
shares  that  pay  fifty  (50)  to  one  hundred 
(100)  per  cent,  dividends  will  readily  sell  in 
the  open  market  for  $50  to  $100.  You 
CAN  GET  THEM  FOR  TEN  DOLLARS  A 


PRESIDENT  CHARLES  E.  ELLIS. 


SHARE  NOW.  The  OUTLOOK  FOR  THE 

Kornit  Manufacturing  Company  is 
such  that  it  seems  impossible  for  the  earn¬ 
ings  to  fall  far  short  of  these  figures.  •  If 
the  company  only  makes  and  sells  two  tons 
of  Kornit  a  day  for  the  first  year  and  made 
a  profit  of  only  two  hundred  dollars  per  ton 
this  would  mean  a  profit  of  over  sixteen 
per  cent.  (16%)  the  first  year.  If  this 
business  were  doubled  the  second  year,  of 
course  the  earning  capacity  would  more 


than  double  and  the  dividends  would  be 
over  thirty-two  per  cent  (32%).  Promi¬ 
nent  and  well-known  Electrical  Engineers 
assure  me  that  this  product  cannot  help 
and  is  bound  to  make  enormous  profits. 

I  would  recommend  that  you  send  for  as 
many  shares  as  you  may  wish  at  once. 
You,  in  my  conservative  opinion,  can  safely 
count  on  the  large  earning  capacity  of 
these  shares.  I  will  at  once  write  you  a 
personal  letter  with  full  information  and 
send  you  our  illustrated  book,  “A  Financial 
Opportunity,"  containing  a  score  of  photo¬ 
graphs  of  the  Kornit  industry,  taken  in 

Please  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Yours  truly, 

CHARLES  E.  ELLIS, 

PRESIDENT. 

719  Temple  Court, 

NEW  YORK  CITY, 
NEW  YORK. 

[Mr.  Ellis,  besides  being  President  of 
this  Company,  is  also  President  of  two  ■ 
other  large  and  successful  companies, 
owning  shares  therein  valued  conserv¬ 
atively  at  over  $250,000.00.  Mr.  Ellis  has 
other  investments  in  New  York  City  real 
estate  bonds,  stocks  and  mortgages  to  the 
amount  of  many  more  hundreds  of  thou¬ 
sands  of  dollars.  Any  bank  or  mercantile 
agency  will  tell  you  his  guarantee  is  as 
good  as  gold.  This  is  a  successful  man 
who  wishes  you  for  a  Co-partner  as  a 
Shareholder  and  Dividend  Receiver  in 
this  Company.  Remember  you  will  do 
business  personally  with  Mr.  Ellis  in  this 
matter.] 
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The  Wooden  Hen 

and  200  eggs  will  start  you  In  a 
pleasing  and  profitable  business 
raising  poultry.  Hundreds  of 
men  and  women  make  good 
money  raising  chicks  for  early 
market.  Why  not  you?  Write 
for  free  catalogue. 


GEO.  H.  STAHL,  Quincy,  III. 


•  BA  ROD  A  DIAMONDS' 


Magic  Tricks 

S  good  Tricks,  complete 
apparatus,  full  directions, 
15c.  illustrated  catalog 
of  all  kinds  of  MAGICAL 
APPARATUS  FREE. 

BAILEY  &  TRIPP  CO. 

Box  418.  Cambrldgeport,  Mass. 


Print  Your  Own  Cards 


.  MERIDEN,  CONN. 


MAKE  MONEY  EASY 

''age  ntVearn 

$75  to  $300 


Take  Your  Pants  Off 


DIVIDEND 


PATINO  MINIM;,  OIL,  TIMBER.  aUTEI-TEH, 
AND  INDUSTRIAL  STOCKS  making  possible 
LARGE  INTEREST  and  PROFITS,  listed  and 
unlisted,  our  specialty.  Booklets  giving  full  In¬ 
formation  mailed  free  on  application. 

DOUGLAS.  LAOEY  A  CO., 
■ankers  a  Broken.  66  Broadway.  New  York 


LADY  SEWERS  =£££*££ 

,uffivtER8ALWc'o.,  pepSt.  "ooTphilaVpa.' 


MEN  AND  WOMEN 

WANTED  our  RAPID 

HOSIERY  MACHINE! 


bl  SUlter  84.  ,PortHi 


Make  $1  Earn  $1 ,000 


Do  you  want  to  know  how  this  can  be  d*nr  ? 
Do  you  want  to  know  how  J.  N.  Pahe,  a  workman, 
invested  $200  and  sold  his  holdings  for  $665,000 
in  two  years.  How  C.  S.  Young  could  not  borrow 
$400  a  year  ago  on  his  holdings,  which  are  to-day 
worth  $2,000,000;  and  a  young  dry  goods  clerk  on 
an  investment  of  $60.00  made  $100,000?  My 
book,  which  I  will  send  you  absolutely  free  for  the 
asking,  will  tell  all  this  and  show  you  where  your 
great  opportunity  lies  to  make  a  few  dollars  earn 
many  dollars.  Remember,  the  book  costs  you 
nothing.  Ask  for  it  on  a  postal  card  and  will 
send  it  free  by  return  mail. 

E.  N.  LEGG,  Secretary, 

1197  Drexel  Bldg.,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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Watch  for  $5.45  Darken  Your  Gray  Hair 


1 1  Jeweled,  finely  balanced  and  per  fee 


ill  be  placed  In  the  front  cai 


B N AT  IO  N  Al* * CON  80  LI I> A T  i£d* WA Tti II  CO. 


2,  tlllCAUO 


Tiooo  plavs^ 


FREE  THX  CBEST°TEAD^NG  Col 


SIX  MONTHS  FREE 


HowtomakeartpaY 

SENT  FREE 


j»ry '  *l  s“w  ^ £<5*- 
*  ide»i  Co..  lte»kaK? 87H»»<dol'i.th'‘st!'.lC:hI^S^ 


LADIES  Sss 


$80«mo*i 


G.B.B1ULKBCO..: 


(;ivMAKEi£MgNEYn) 

F  RE  “  Si  t»  1  o  K  n  e  §  <  ? M  E  UG KN  F*  C  LI  NF™ * ™ ' 
Dearborn  and  Ka n dolpli  Streets.  Chicai 


WANTED 


JEW  BALD  WIG, 60c.  Whiskers. 2*.  Cap, 
26c.  JTm itatlon^Diani on d  Stud,26c.  Grewe 

ttSSogSVf' WiflSnd' makeTp 

_ C.  Trademore  Co..  Toledo.  O, 

BE  KIND  TO  YOUR  FEET 

USE  “C.fl.”  LOTION 
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It  Is  Free 

To  All  Who  Need  It  —  The  First  Bottle 
of  Liquozone. 


We  have  no  wish  to  argue  what  Liquo¬ 
zone  can  do.  The  simple  truth  would 
seem  exaggeration.  The  results  we  have 
seen  from  this  remarkable  product  would 
sound  impossible,  until  you  have  tried  it. 

So  we  ask  you  to  try  it  —  to  try  it  at  our 
expense.  The  product  itself  will  do 
more  to  convince  you  than  anything  we 
could  say.  Test  it  yourself,  as  millions 
have  done.  Then  judge  the  power  of  the 
roduct  by  the  results  that  it  brings  you. 
udge,  if  you  wish  to  continue. 

What  Liquozone  Is. 

The  virtues  of  Liquozone  are  derived 
solely  from  gases,  by  a  process  requiring 
large  apparatus,  ana  from  8  to  14  days' 
time.  No  alcohol,  no  narcotics  are  in  it. 
Chemists  of  the  highest  class  direct  the 
making.  The  result  is  to  obtain  from 
these  harmless  gases  a  powerful  tonic- 
germicide. 

The  great  value  of  Liquozone  lies  in 
the  fact  that  it  is  deadly  to  germs,  yet 
harmless  to  you.  Germs  are  of  vege¬ 
table  origin ;  and  this  gas-made  prod¬ 
uct,  when  absorbed  by  them,  stops  their 
activities.  We  publish  an  offer  of  $1,000 
for  a  disease  germ  that  it  cannot  kill. 
But  to  the  body  Liquozone  is  exhilarat¬ 
ing,  vitalizing,  purifying.  It  is  helpful  in 
the  extreme. 

That  is  its  main  distinction.  Common 
germicides  are  poisons  when  taken  inter¬ 
nally.  That  is  why  medicine  proves  so 
nearly  helpless  in  a  germ  disease.  Liquo 
zone  is  a  tonic. 

We  Paid  $100,000 

For  the  American  rights  to  Liquo¬ 
zone,  after  hundreds  of  tests  had  been 
made  with  it.  After  its  power  had  been 
demonstrated,  again  and  again,  in  the 
most  difficult  germ  diseases.  Then  we 
spent,  in  two  years,  more  than  ten 
times  that  sum  to  let  others  test  it 
at  our  expense.  The  result  is  that  mil¬ 
lions  of  people,  scattered  everywhere, 
have  shared  in  the  benefits  of  this 
invention. 

We  make  the  same  offer  to  you.  We 
ask  you  to  prove,  at  our  cost,  how  much 
this  product  means  to  you.  Let  Liquo¬ 
zone  itself  show  how  wrong  it  is  to  suffer 
from  a  trouble  that  it  cures 


Germ  Diseases. 

I  Most  of  our  sickness  has,  in  late  years, 

I  been  traced  to  germ  attacks.  The  list 
I  of  known  germ  diseases  now  numbers 
about  one  hundred. 

Some  germs  —  as  in  skin  troubles  — 
directly  attack  the  tissues.  Some  create 
toxins,  causing  such  troubles  as  Rheu¬ 
matism.  Blood  Poison,  Kidney  Disease 
and  nerve  weakness.  Some  destroy  vital 
organs,  as  in  Consumption.  Some  —  like 
the  germs  of  Catarrh  —  create  inflamma¬ 
tion  ;  some  cause  indigestion.  Directly  or 
indirectly,  nearly  every  serious  ailment  is  a 
germ  result.  Such  diseases  call  for  Liquo¬ 
zone —  not  drugs,  which  can’t  kill  germs. 

Every  germ  attack,  no  matter  what  its 
symptoms,  calls  for  a  germicide.  The 
mildness  of  Liquozone  makes  some  of 
its  results  seem  almost  incredible.  But 
in  that  mildness  lies  the  power  that  germ 
diseases  need.  And  diseases  which  nave 
resisted  medicine  for  years  often  yield 
at  once  to  it 

50c.  Bottle  Free. 

If  you  need  Liquozone,  and  have  never 
tried  it,  please  send  us  this  coupon.  We 
will  then  mail  you  an  order  on  a  local 
druggist  for  a  full-size  bottle,  and  will 
pay  the  druggist  ourselves  for  it.  This 
is  our  free  gift,  made  to  convince  you; 
to  let  the  product  itself  show  you  what 
it  can  do.  In  justice  to  yourself,  please 
accept  it  to-day,  for  it  places  you  under 
no  obligations  whatever. 

Liquozone  costs  50c.  and  $1. 


HY-JEN 

TOOTH 

PASTE 


RUPTUREiis::! 


BOOK  on  HAIR 
BEAUTIFYING 
FREE 

ON  APPROVAL 


Be  Your  Own 
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DIAMONDS  asa  Savings  Investment^! 

The^.ther.EdmuBd1 

H(DiTnU'd*elamiii"’<!Sfullyj!od  besiuistod  befor£'yo“  K69  State  St..  Chicago,  U.S.A. 

SBMS  CLASS  PINS  OR  BADGES 

a  For  College,  School,  Class  Clab,  Society  or  Lodge.  . 

\  El  thereof  the  twostyles  here  II- 

colors  and  showing  any  letters  or 
^  numerals,  but  not  more  than  shown  in  illustration. 

*  Silver  Platt,  SI  tfoz.,  Sample,  10c. 

Star.  Silver.  $2.50  dez.,  Sample,  25c.  /MHWV 

all  about  other  styles  in  gold  and^nilven  rt  1 

Satisfaction  guaranteed.  Celluloid  / 

Buttons  and  Ribbon  Badges,  at  right  prices. 

Beat  lee  lre^21  P* SrAw.,  Rochester .  R.  Y.  1 

■  _fl  e  having  fancy-work  to  sell,  Em- 

Ladies 

I.  <  OIKS'  KXCUAXGK,  dSJi?  T  f VI  ^Monroe ‘gtaM" c£tai|»l 

BANKING  by  MAIL  1 

AT  4%  INTEREST 

q  We  have  established  a  “  Banking  by 
Mail”  department,  by  means  of  which 
we  accept  deposits  of  one  dollar  or  more 
from  residents  in  all  parts  of  the  civilized 
globe,  affording  them  the  same  protection 
for  their  savings  and  the  same  rate  of 

II  interest  as  we  do  to  our  local  patrons. 

<J Send  for  booklet  “R”. 

THE  CITIZENS  SAVINGS 

AND  TRUST  CO. 
CLEVELAND,  OHIO 

[Au.1.  Over  FORTY -TWO  MILLION  Dollar. 

SILVER 


-SILK 


FOR 

$2.50 


This 


Petticoat 


Mw°  Measure 
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AD  V  ERTISEMEN  T8 . 


ELECTRIC  Suppcli^: 2teeies 

OHIO  ELECTRIC  WO RKS, Cleveland! Ohio.  ' 

8uppl)es,rlBooksfad  We^n'denSell  al®0tWant°*Sent*: 


The  American 
Portable  Vibrator 
For  Home  Use 


Rider  Agents  Wanted 

in  each  town  to  ride  and  exhibit  sample 
^ 1906  Models  tO 

Z Z3^s£$7to$t2 

500  Second-Hand  Whemla 

^£ffl£n.w  $3tO$8 

Great  Factory  Clearing  Sale. 
We  Ship  on  Approval  without  a  cent 

T&N^irff^S’  FREK^RIAL.3  '°W 

Tires, coaster- brakes,  sundries,  etc. 
half  usual  prices.  Do  not  buy  till 

illEAJJ  CFClSi  <?S.,  bX'ut^iu  ‘ Chicago 


Send  Me  8  cents 


i  of  a  flower  loving  friends 
art  you  with  4  packets  of 


—40  varieties;  Aster*— all  kinds. 

FREE— “Floral  Coltore"  and 
14th  Annual  Catalog, with  big 
list  of  rare  seed  bargains;  also  my 
Dffer  of  fioo  cash  prir.es  for  pie- 
ures  of  best  lawns  and  yards  sown 
-  the  famous  bippincott  seeds 
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Your  Money  Back 

If  You  are  Not  Satisfied. 


Send  us  $3.20  and  we  will  ship  you,  in  a  plain  sealed  case  with  no 
marks  to  show  contents,  FOUR  FULL  QUARTS  of  HAYNER 
PRIVATE  STOCK  RYE  or  BOURBON,  and  we  will  pay  the  express 
charges.  Try  it,  have  your  friends  sample  it,  let  your  doctor  test  it — in 
fact,  test  it  any  way  you  like.  If  you  don’t  find  it  all  right  and  the 
purest  and  best  whiskey  you  ever  tasted,  then  ship  it  back  to  us 
AT  OUR  EXPENSE  and  your  $3.20  will  be  promptly  refunded. 
Isn’t  that  a  fair  offer?  YOU  don’t  risk  a  cent,  and  don’t  have  to  pay 
a  cent  if  you  don’t  keep  the  goods.  Remember  that  back  of  our  offer 
is  a  company  with  a  capital  of  $500,000.00  paid  in  full  and  the  proud 
reputation  of  39  years  of  continued  success. 


HAYNER 

WHISKEY 


y|  FULL  SQ.20  EXPRESS 


Dayton,  O.  St.  Louis,  Mo.  St.  Paul,  Minn.  Atlanta,  Ca. 
Distillery,  Troy,  0.  Capital  $500,000.00.  paid  In  lull.  Established  1866. 
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AsK  Your  Doctor 

about  Schlitz  beer.  He  knows 
the  importance  of  purity. 

Tell  him  that  Schlitz  beer  is  aged 
for  months  before  it  is  marketed. 
He  will  say  that  it  cannot  cause 
biliousness. 


Tell  him  that  every  bottle  is  Pas¬ 
teurized  after  it  is  sealed.  He  will 
say  that  such  beer  must  be  germless. 


Ask  your  doctor  what  these 


Ask  for  the  Brewery  Bottling. 

See  that  the  cork  or  crown  is  branded 


virtues  mean 
to  you. 


Jr/*^^The  Beer 
That  Made  Milwaukee  Famous. 


The  "Best"  Tonic 

When  you  aie  nervous,  sleepless  or  fagged 
out,  try  a  small  glass  of  Pabst  Extract, 
morning,  noon  and  night.  It  will  aid 
your  digestion,  steady  your  nerves,  bring 
you  refreshing  sleep  and  build  you  up 
physically. 


Pabat  Extract  Department,  Milwaukee,  \V». 


Can’t  Afford 
Handicaps 


If  Coffee  clogs  your  mental  or 
physical  machinery  and  keeps  you 
from  doing  your  best,  you  might 
make  money  by  quitting. 

And  you  can  be  helped  greatly 
by 


POSTUM 


Postum  Cereal  Co.,  Ltd.,  Battle  Creek,  Mich.,  U.  8.  A. 


Careful  Workmanship 

It  is  the  workmanship  and  material 
in  a  piano  that  counts  and  costs.  For 
more  than  fifty  years 

GABLER 

PIANOS 

h^ve  been  known  as  expensively  and 
carefully  built  pianos,  although  not 
the  highest-priced. 

It  is  this  thorough-going,  conscientious, 
high-class  woHqnansnip  that  has  made 
the  “  Gabler  tonV”  famous,  not  alone  for 
its  sweetness  and  power,  but  for  its  per¬ 
manence.  Gabler.  Piafte$  are  built  for  at 
least  two  generations  of  ha<d  service. 

Send  for  particulars  of  -  \ 

THE  GABLER 
PLAN  OF  PURCHASE 

An  euy  way  to  set  the  belt  piano  built. 

ERNEST  GABLER  &  BRO. 

Established  1854 

459  Whitlock  Ave.,  Borough  Bronx,  N.  Y.  City. 


A  FAIR  OFFEF 

To  Convince  DYSPEPTICS  and  Th 
Suffering  from  STOMACH  TROUBI 
of  the  efficiency  of 

flycozom 

I  WILL  SEND  A 


$1.00  BOTTLE  FREE 

(ONLY  ONE  TO  A  FAMILY ) 
to  any  one  tending  coupon  and  35  con*  to  pay  fi 


“THE 

FOUR-TRACK 

SERIES” 


This  is  the  title  of  a  series  of  boob 
of  travel  and  education  issued  by  the 
Passenger  Department  of  the 

NEW  YORK  CENTRAL  LINES 

These  small  books  are  filled  with 
information  regarding  the  best  inodes 
of  travel  and  the  education  that  can 
best  be  obtained  by  travel. 

They  relate  specifically  to  the  great 
resorts  of  America  — to  trips  to  the 
islands  of  the  sea  and  around  the  world. 

They  also  contain  numerous  illus¬ 
trations  and  new  and  accurate  maps 
of  the  country  described. 


